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"THIS Comedy long forgot, by ſome thought 
dead, 

By us pre ſer vd, once more doth raiſe her Head, 

And to your noble Cenſures does preſent 


Her outward Form, and inward Ornament. 


Nor let this Smell of Arrogance, ſmce'tis known, 
The Makers, that confeſt it for their own 

Were this way Skilful, and without the Crime 

Of Flatteries I may ſay may pleaſe the Time 

The Work it ſelf too, when it firſt came forth, 

In the Opinion of Men of Worth, 

Was well receiv'd and favour'd, though ſome rude 


And harſh among th* ignorant Multitude, 


(That reliſh groſs Food, better than a Dif 
That's cook'd with Care, and ſerv'd into the Wiſh, 
Of curious Pallats) wanting Wit and Strength, 


Truly to judge, condemn'd it for the Length , 


That Fault's reform'd, and now 'tis to be try d 
Before ſuch Fudges *twill not be deny d 

A free and noble hearing ; nor fear I, 

But *twill deſerve to have free Liberty, 

And give you Cauſe (and with Content) to ſay, 
Their Care was good, that did revive this Play. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 
Icardo, a young Gentleman, in love with Viola. 


Antonio, the Coxcomb Gentleman. 
Mercury, Fellow-Traveller with Antonio. 


Uberto,} Three merry Gentlemen, Friends ta 
ears ( Ricardo. 
Silvio, * 


Valerio, 4 Country Gentleman. 

Curio, Kinſman to Antonio. 

Juſtice, a ſhallow one. 

Andrugio, Father to Viola. 

Alexander, Servant to Mercury's Mother. 
Mark, the Fuſtice's Clerk. 


Rowland, Servant to Andrugio. 


Tinker. 
Conflable. 
Watch. 


Drawer. 


| Muſicians. 


WOMEN. 
Viola, Daughter to Andrugia. 
Maris, Wife to Antonio. 


A Country Woman, Mother to Mercury. 


Nan and 
Madge, 8 Milk Maids. 


Dorothy, the Tinker s Trull, 


Scene E gland, France. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 


Eager Bicirdo ard Vids. - 


RICARD O. 


E T us makeuſe of this ſtollen Privacy, 
And not loſe time in Proteſtation, Miſtreſs, 
= For*twere in mea kind of Breach of Faith, 
Lo lay again I love you. 
— Piel. Sweet, ſpeak ſoftly, 
| For tho” the Venture of your Love to me 
Meet with a willing, and a full Return : NY 
Should it arrive unto my Father's Knowledge, 
This were our laſt Diſcourſe. 
Ric. How ſhall he know it? I | 
Viol. His watching Cares are ſuch, for my Advancement, 
Thar every where his Eye is fix'd upon me; 
This Night that does afford us ſome ſmall Freedom, 
At the Requeſt and much Intreaty of 
The Miſtreſs of the Houſe, was hardly given me; 
For I am never ſuffer'd to ſtir out, | 
But he hath Spies upon me; yer I know not 
You have ſo won upon me, that could I think 
You would love faithfully (though to entertain 


Another Thought of you, would be my Death) 
I ſhould adventure on his utmoſt Anger. 


Ric. Why do you think I can be falſe? 
Viol. No Faith, 


You've an honeſt Face, but if you ſhould 
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Ric. Let all the ſtord Vengeance of Heav'ns Juſtice 
Viol. No more, I do believe you, the Dance ended, 
Which this free Woman's Gueſts have vow'd to have 

Fer they depart, I will make home, and itore me 

With all the Jewels, Chains, and Gold are truſted 
Unto my Cuſtody, and at the next Corner 
To my Father's Houle, before one at the fartheſt, 
Be ready to receive me. 

Lich. I dcfire 
No Bond beyond your Promiſe, let's go in, 
To talk thus much before the Door, may breed 
Suſpicion. 

Enter Mercury and Antonio zalking. 

Viol. Here are Company too. 

Ric. Away, 
Thoſe Powers that proſper true and honeſt Loves 
Will bleſs our Undertakings, 

Viol. Tis my Wiſh, Sir. [ Exit Ric. and Viol. 

Aer. Nay, Sir, Sul me, I have drawn you to 
Too much Expence already in my Travel; 


And you have been too forward in your Love, 
To make my Wants your own, allow me Manners 


Which you muſt grant I want, ſhould I increaſe 


The Bond in which your Courteſies have ty'd me, 


By till conſuming you; give me leave 


To take mine own Ways now, and I ſhall often, 
With Willingneſs, come to viſit you, and then thank you. 
Ant. By this Hand I could be angry, what do you think 


Muſt we that have ſo long time been as one, (me? 
Seen Cities, Countries, Kingdoms, and their Wonders; 
Been Bed-fellows, and in our various Journcy 

Mixt all our Obſervations, part (as if 

We were two Carriers at two ſeveral Ways, 

And as the Fore-horſe guides, cry God be with you) 
Without or Compliment, or Ceremony ? 

In Travellers, that know tranſalpine Garbs, 

Though our Deſigns are ne'er ſo ſerious, Friend, 

It were a capital Crime, it muſt not be; 

Nay, what is more, you ſhall not; you cer Jong 
Shall ſee my Houſe, and find what 1 call mine 


Is wholly at your Serviec. or du: | 
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Aer. Tis this tires me; | 
Sir, I were eaſily woo'd, if nothing elſe 
But my Will lay in the Choice; but *ris not ſo, 
My Friends and Kindred that have part of me, 
And ſuch on whom my chiefeſt Hopes depend, 
+> Juſtly expect the tender of my Love 
After my Travel; then mine own Honeſty 
Tells me 'tis poor, having indifferent Means 
= To keep me in my Quality and Rank, 
At my Return, to tire another's Bounty, 
And let mine own grow luſty; pardon me. | 
Ant. I will not, cannot, to conclude, I dare not: 
Can any thing conferr'd upon my Friend 
Be burthenſome to me? For this Excuſe 
Had I no reaſon elſe, you ſhould not leave me, 
By a Traveller's Faith you ſhould not, I have ſaid, 
And then you know my Humour, there's no contending. 
Mer. Is there no way to 'ſcape this Inundation? 
I ſhall be drown'd with Folly if I go: 
And after nine Days, Men may take me up, 
With my Gall broken. | 
Ant. Are you yet reſolv'd ? 
Mer. Wou'd you wou'd ſpare me. 
Ant. By this Light I cannor, 
By all that may be ſworn by. 
Mer. Patience help me, : 
And Heav'n grant his Folly be not catching, 
If it be, the Town's undone z I now would give 
A reaſonable Sum of Gold to any Sheriff, 
That would but lay an Execution on me, 
And free me from his Company; while he was abroad, 
His want of Wit and Language kept him dumb? 
But Balaam's Aſs will ſpeak now, without ſpurring. 
Ant. Speak, have I won you? By 
= Enter Servant and Mnſician. 
= Mer, You are not to be reſiſted. 
= der. Be ready I intreat you, the Dance done, 
= Beſides a liberal Reward I have, 
A Bottle of Sherry in my Power ſhall beget 
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When l have had a Heat. 25 <= 


Ser. Complimenting who ſhould firſt enter. 


3236 The COXCOMB. 
— Ad, ,. fear not us, we'll do our parts. 


Ant. I know this Fellow. 
Belong you to the Houſe? 

Ser. | ſerve the Miſtreſs. 

Ant. Pretty and ſhort; pray you, Sir, then inform her, 
Two Gentlemen are covetous to be honour'd, 

With her fair Preſence. 

Ser, She ſhall know ſo much, 

This is a merry Night with us, and forbid not 
Welcome to any that looks like a Man: 
I'll guide you the way. 

Ant. Nay, follow, I have a Trick int. Exit. 
Enter Uberto, Silvio, Ricardo, Maria, Pedro, 
Portia, Viola, with others. 

Uber. Come, where's this Maſque ? faireſt, for our Chear, | 
Our Thanks and Service, may you long ſurvive, f 
To joy in many of theſe Nights. 1 

Mar. | thank you. 

Uber. We muſt haye Muſick too, or elle) you give us 
But half a Welcome. | 

Mar. Pray you, Sir, excuſe me. 

Sil. By no Means, Lady. 

Uber. We'll crown our liberal Feaſt, 

With ſome delightful Strain fitting your Love 
And this good Company. 
Mar. Since you enforce it, 
1will not plead the Excuſe of want of Skill, 
Or be; or nice, or curious; every Year 
I celebrate my Marriage Night, and will 
Till I ſee my abſent Husband. 
Uber is fit Freedom, £ .i | 
Sil. Ricardo, thou art dul „„ 
Enter Servant. | „ 
Ric. I ſhall be lighter, 5 Fay 


Mar. Now Sir, the News? 4 
Ser. Miſtreſs, there are two Gentlemen. =_ 
Mar. W here? - =_ 
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Mar. | What are they? 
Ser. Heav'n knows, but for their ſtrangeneſs, have you 
never ſeen a Cat waſh her Face? 
oo” Yes. 
4 er. Juſt ſuch a ſtir they keep, if you make but haſte, 
5 vol may ſee em yer before they enter. 
i Enter Antonio and Mercury. 
Mer. Let em be what they will, I'll keep them fair 
Entertain, and gentle welcome. 
Ant. It ſnall be ſo. 
Mer. Then let it be your Pleaſure. 
Ant. Let's ſtand aſide, and you ſhall Tee us have 
FTF. Fine pre anon. 
= Mer. A fair Society, do you know theſe Gentle women? 
At. Yes. 


„ Mer. What are theyß? ( is Viola. 
Ant. The ſecond is a Neighbour's Daughter, her Name 
$ B There is my Kinſman's Wife, Portia her Name, and a 
| | Friend too. 
us Mer. Let her W bar $ ſhe that leads the Dance? 
1 Ser. A Gentlewoman. 
Mer. 1 ſee that. 
1 Ser. Indeed? 
Mer. What? 
1 Ser. A Gentle woman. 
Mer. Udsfoot, good Sir, whar sſhe that leads the Dance? 
2 Ser. My Miſtreſs. 
Mer. What elſe? 
2 ber. My Miſtreſs, Sir. | 

. Aer Your Miſtreſs? A Pox on you, 

W har a fry of Fools are here? | ſee tis Treaſon to under- * 
> ſtand i in this Houſe: If Nature were not better to them, 
than they can be to themſelves, they would ſcant hit their 
_ = cuths: My Miſtreſs? Is there any one with ſo much 
Z E Wit in's Head, that can tell me at the firſt ſight, what 


entle woman that is that leads the Dance cf 
Ant. Tis my Wife. 

Mer. Hum. 

Ant. How doſt thou like ker: 


01. I. 1 Ce | | 7 Mer. 
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Aer. Well, a pretty Gentlewoman 
Ant. Prethec be quiet. 
Mer. I would I could: 
Let never any hereafter that's a Man, 
That has Affe ctions in him and free Paſſions, 
Receive the leaſt tie from ſuch a Fool as this is, (truly 


That holds fo ſweet a Wife, tis lamentable to conſider 


What Right he robs himſelf of, and what Wrong 

He doth the Yourh of ſuch a Gentlewoman; 

That knows her Beauty is no longer hers, 

Than Men will pleaſe ro make it ſo, and uſe it, 

Neither of which lies freely in a Husband : ve 

Oh what have I done, what have l done, Coxcomb? 

If I bad never ſeen, or never taſted 

The goodnels of this Kix, I had been a made Man, 

But now to make a Cuckold is a Sin 

Againſt all forgiveneſs, worſe than a Murther; 

I have a Wolt by the Ears, and am bitten both ways. 
Ant. How now Friend, what are you thinking of? 
Mer. Nothing concerning you, I muſt be gone. 
Ant. Pardon me, Pl] have no going, Sir. 

Mer. Then good Sir, give me leave to go to Bed, 
I am very weary, and ill-temper'd. 
Ant. You ſhall rreſently, the Dance is done. 
1 Ser. Miſtreſs, theſe are the Gentlemen. 
Mar. My Husband's welcome home, dear Sir. (one, 
Mer. She's fair ſtill, oh that I were a Knave, or durſt be 


For thy ſake, Coxcomb; he that Invented Honeſty, un- 
dil me. (tis well thought, 


* 


Ant. 1 thought you had not Eibe me, you're merry, 


And how is't with theſe worthy Gentlemen? 
Uber. and Sil. We are glad to ſee you here again. 


Ant. Oh Gent, what ha' you loſt? But get you into ; 


Travels, 


There you may learn, I cannot 95 what hidden Vue. 
Mer. Hidden from you I am ſure, 5 


My Blood boils like a Furnace, ; 
She's a fair one. ſie 


Ant. Pray entertain this Gentleman with all the Courte- | 9 
Fitting my moſt eſpecial Friend. 
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5 Mar. What this poor Houſe may yield, 
To make you welcome, dear Sir, command 
Without more Compliment. 
Mer. I thank you: 
She's wiſe, and f| peaks well too, oh what a Bleſſing 
Is gone by me, ne'er to be recovered ? 
Well, *twas an old ſhame the Devil laid up for me, and 
now has hit me home; it there beany ways to be diſhoneſt, 
and ſave my ſelf yet. No, it muſt not be, why ſhould 
I bea Fooltoo Yet thoſe Eyes would tempt another 
Adam, how they call to me, and tell me——-S'foot, they 
ſhall not tell me any thing. Sir, will you walk in? 
Ant. How is't, Signior? 5 
Aer. Crazie a little. 
Mar. What ail you, Sir? . 
What's in my Power, pray make uſe of, Sir. (ſure? 
Mer. Tis that muſt do me good, ſhe does not mock me 
And't pleaſe you nothing, my Diſeaſe is only wearineſs. 
ber. Come Gentlemen, we'll not keep you from your 
Beds too lon 
= Ric. I ha 5 308 buſineſs, and 'tis late, and you far from 
your Lodging. 
Sil. Well. Exe. Manent Ant. Mar. and Mer. 
Ant. Come my dear Mercury, 11! bring you to your 
Chamber, and then I am for you Maria, thou art a new W- 
one, BY Wife to me now, and thou ſhalt find it e'er I fleep. 
ftbe © Mer. And Ian old Aſs to my ſelf, mine own Rod whips 
„ un- me,. — Good Sir, no more of this, t's tedious, you are 
ght, 'Y the beſt Guide in your own Houſe: go Sir | 
| Mp [ Exe, Ant. and Mar. 


* 


erry; | & his Fool and his fair Wife have made me frantick ; 
; From two ſuch Phyſicks for the Soul, deliver me. [ Exit. 
BH | Enter Ricardo, Uberto, Pedro, and Silvio. 


u into 
per. Well you muſt have this Wench then. 


irtues- 1 XZ Ric. I hope lo, | am mucho th* Bow-hand elſe. 
Fed. Wou'd I were hang d, tis a good loving little Fool, 
| 'Y That dares venture her ſelf upon a Coaſt ſhe never knew 
b et, but theſe Women, when they are once chirteen, 
4 6 | 
urte- Hod ſpeed the Plough, pa | 
* Ce 2 Sil. 


„ 
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Sil. Faith they'll venture farther for their Lading, than 
a Merchant, and through as many Storms, but they'll be 
fraughted, they are made like Carracks, only Strength 
and Storage. . 

Ric. Come, come, you talk, you talk. 

Sil. We do ſo, but tell me #icardo, wo't thou marry her? 

Ric. Marry her? Why, what ſhould I do with her? 

Ped. Pox, I thought we ihould have all ſhares in her, 
like lawful Prize. 4 

Ric. No by my Faith, Sir, you ſhall pardon me, I 
Launch'd her at my own Charge, without Partners, and 

Uber. What's the Hour? (do I'll keep her. 

Ric. Twelve. | : 

Uber. What ſhall we do the while? Tis yet ſcarce eleven. 

Sil. There's no ſtanding here, is not this the place? 

Ric. Les. n e | 

Ped. And to go back unto her Father's Houſe, may breed 
Suſpicion : ES A 1 is 
Let's {lip into a Tavern for an hour, tis very cold. 

Uber. Content, there is one hard by, a quart of burnt 
Sack will recover us, | am as cold as Chriſtmas, this ſteal- 
ing Fleſh in the froſty Weather, may be ſweet i' th' eating, 
but ſure the Woodmen have no great catch on't ; ſhall's 

o? 1 | 
a Ric. Thou art the ſtrangeſt lover of a Tavern, what 
ſhall we do there now? Loſe the Hour and our ſelves 
too. 

Uber. Loſe a Pudding; what doſt thou talk of the 
Hour; will one Quart muzzle us? Have we not Ears to 

hear, and Tongues to ask the Drawers, but we muſt ſtand 


here like Bawds to watch the Minutes? 


Sil. Prethee content thy ſelf, we ſhall ſcour here, as 
though we went a haying, and have ſome mangey Pren- 
tice, that cannot ſleep for ſcratching, over-hear us; Come, 
will you go Sirs? When your Love fury is a little frozen, 
you'll come to us. . 1 

Ric. Will you drink but one Quart then? 
Ped. No more | faith. _ 

Sil. Content. ow ___ «(watchful. 

Ric. Why then, have with you, but let's be 6» If 

| er. 


OS 
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Uber, As watchful as the Belman; come, I Il lead, becauſe 


”  Ihate good Manners, they are too tedious. | Exerunr. 
AÞ Enter Viola with a Key, and a little Casker. : 
1 Viola. The Night is terrible, and J enclos'd 
With that my Virtue and my ſelf hate moſt, 
Darkneſs; yet muſt I fear that which I with, 
Some Company, and every ſtep I take 
* Sounds louder in my fearful Ears to Night, 
Than ever did the fhrill and ſa-red Bell 
[ That rang me to my Prayers; the Hcuſe will riſe 
1 When I unlock the Door, were it by Day 
Il am bold enough, bur then a thouſand Eyes 
g Warn me from going, might not Heav'n have made 
. 4 time for envious pr) ing folk to ſlecp, 
W hilſt Lovers met, and yet the Sun have ſhone ? 
Tuet I was bold enough, to ſtcal this Kay 
4 = Out of my Father's Chamber, and dare yer 
Venture upon mine Enemy, the Night, 
Arm d only with my Love, to meet my Friend. 
T9 Alas how valiant, and how fraid at once 


Love makes a Virgin? I will throw this Key 

Back through a Window, I have Wealth enough 

In Jewels with me, if | hold his Love 

I ſteal em for; fare wel my place of Birth, 

I never make account to look on thee again; 

And if there be, as | have heard Men ſay, 

> Theſe Houſhold God's, I do beſeech them look 

Io this my charge, bleſs it from Thieves and Fire, 

And keep, till happily my Lovel win, | 

+ Me from thy Door, and hold my Father in. Exit. 

Fuser Ricardo, Pedro, Uberto, Silvio, and Dramer 

1 with a Cundle. 5 

Ric. No more for God's ſake, how is the Night, Boy? 

on Fr kund Sir ts very e 
= O0Ober. Faith, Sir, you lie, is this your Jack i' th' Clock- 

XX boſe? Will youſt ike, Sir? Give's ſome more Sack, you 


Ric. Nay, if you love me, good Uberto go, (Variet. 
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II am monſtrous hot with Wine. 
ber. Quench it again with Love: Gentlemen i will 
Link one Health more, and then if my Legs y me ot 
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" ſhamefully nay, I will go with you, give me a ſingular 
art. 

Draw. Of what Wine, Sir? 
© Uber. Of Sack, you that ſpeak confuſion at the Bar, of 
Sack, I ſay, and every one his Quart, what a Devil let's 
be merry. 

Draw. You ſhall, Sir. Eri. 

Ped. We will, Sir, and a dried T ongue. 8 

Sil. And an Olive, Boy, and a whole bunch of Fidlers, 
my Head ſwims plaguily, uds pretious I ſhall be claw'd. 

Enter Drawer with four Quarts of Wine. 

Ric. Pray go, I can drink no more, think on your 
Promiſe, * tis Midnight, Gentlemen, 

Uber. O that it were dum Midnight now, not a word 
more, every Man on's Knees, and betake himſelf to his 
Saint, here's to your Wench, Signior, all this, and then 

Ric, I cannot drink it. ( away. 

Ped. Tis a Toy, a Toy, away wo't. Y 

Uber. Now dare I ſpeak any thing, to any Body living 
come, where's the fault? Off with it. 

Ric. I have broke my Wind, call you this Sack? - 
TI wonder who made it? He was a {ure workman, for tis 
plaguy ſtrong work, Is it gone found? 

Wer. Tis at the laſt, out of my way, 
Moon up yet? 

Draw. Ves, Sir. 

Uber. Where is ſhe, Boy? 

Draw, There, Sir. | 

Uber. We ſhall have Rain and Thunder, Boy. 

Dram. When, Sir? 

Uber. I cannot tell, but ſure we ſhall, Boy. 

Draw. The Gentleman | iS Wine-wiſe. 

Uber. Drawer? 

Drew. Here, Sr. 

Uber. Can you procure? 


Draw. What, Sir? Ray 175 (Boy? 
Der. A Whore, or two or three, as need ſhall ſerve, | 


$1, Ay, a good Whore were worth Mony, Boy. 


Draw. I proteſt Sir, we are alrogether ledge. 
ic, 


z00d Boy, ls the 


f 
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f Ric. The more's the pity, Boy, can you not vize us 

2 where, my Child? 

7 Ped. Why where were you brought up, Boy ? Noinck- 
ling ofa Whore? No aim, my Boy? 

Der. It cannot ſink in my Head now, that thou ſhould'ſt 

marry, why ſhould'ſt thou marry, tell me? 

= Ric. 1 marry? VllIbehang'd firſt; ſome more Wine Boy. 
Sl. Is ſhe not a W hore cranſlated? An ſhe be, let $ 
1 repair to her. 

RNic. I cannot tell, ſhe may bean Offender; but Sighior 

3 N I ſhall ſcratch your Head, indeed [ ſhall. 

It $i, Judge me, I do bur jeſt with thee, what an ſhe 
were inverted with her Heels upward, like a Traitor's 
1 Coat? What c 
ber. I, hang her, ſhall we fall out for her? 
Nie. Lam a fittle angry, but theſe Wenches, did you 
not talk of Wenches? 

Sil. Boy, lend me your Candle. 

Draw. Why, Sir? 

| 8 i. To ſet fire to your rotten Geiling, you'll keep no 
Whores, Rogues, no good Members. 

Draw. Whores, Sir? 

S!. Ay, Whores Sir, do you think we come tolic with 
= your Hogſheads? 


| Kic. I muſt beat the Watch, I have long'd fort any 


1 5 time this three Weeks. 

El ts Sil. We'll beat the Town too, and thou wilt, we are 
prot Boy; ſhall we kill any Body ? 

Ric. No, but we'll hurt em dangerouſly. 

Wer. Sil. Now mult I kill one, I cannot avoid it, Boy, 

Wo ah afore there with your Candle; where's your Miſtreſs? 

F 1 Draw. A- bed, Sir. 

Sl. With whom? 

Draw, With my Maſter. 

Uber. You lie Boy, ſhe's better brought up than to lye 

ith her Husband, has he not caſt his Head yet? Next Year 

e will be a Velvet-headed Cuckold. Exeunt. 


Draw. Vou are e amerry Gentleman, there Sir, take hold. 


2 4 * . 
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33 | 
Viol. This is the place, I have out- told the Clock | 
For haſte, he is not here. Ricardo? No: | 


Now every Power that loves and is belov'd, | 
Keep me from ſhame to Night, for all you know | 
Each Thought of mine is innocent and pure, | | 
As Fleſh and Blood can hold: I cannot back; 
I threw the Key within, and e'cr I raiſe 

My Father up, to ſee his Daughter's ſhame, 
I'll fer me down, and tell the Northern Wind, 
That it is gentler than the curling Weſt, | 
I: it will blow me Dead; but he will come; | 
PFftaith *tis cold; if he deceive me thus, 

A Woman will not eaſily truſt a Man. Hark, What's that? 


* 


Sil. within, Thou'rt over long at thy Pot, Tom, Tom, 
thou art over long at the Por, Tow. | 

Viol. Bleſs me! Who's that? 

Ped. wi hin. Whoo! 

Uber. within. There Boys. | 

Viol. Darkneſs be thou my cover, 1 muſtfly, 

To thee J haſte for help— 8 
Enter Ricardo, Pedro, Uberto, Drawer with a Torch. 
Viol. They have a Light, 92 

W ind, if thou loveſt a Virgin, blow it out, 

An | will never ſhuta Window more, 

To keep thee from me. 

Ric. Boy. 

Draw. Sir. 

Ric. Why Boy. 

Lraw What ſay you, Sir? | 

Ric Why Boy? Art thou drunk, Boy? 

Draw. What would you, Sir? 
Ric. Why very good, where are we? | 
Uber. Au, that's the Point. | 

| 1'raw, Wh; Sir, you will be at your Lodging preſently. 
Ric. I'll go to no Lodging, Boy. 

Dram Whither will you go then, Sir? 

Rec I'll go no F rther. | | 

Dy. For God's ſake, Sir, do not ſtay here all Ni 4 | 
MY | => ico | 


? Viol. Speak ſoftly for the love of Heav'n. 
7 Draw. Miſtreſs, get you gone, and do not entice the 
Gentlemen, now you ſee they're drunk, or I'll call the 
; Watch, and lay you faſt enough. 
Viol. Alas, What are you? or, What do you mean? 
Sweet love, where's the Place ? 
Ric. Marry ſweet love, e en here, lie down, I'll feeſe 

Viol. Good God! What mean you? 7. (thee, 

= Ped. I'll have the Wench. 

> Uber. If you can get her. 
Sul. No, I'll lie with the Wench to Night, and ſhe 

> ſhall be yours to Morrow. 

Ped. Let go the Wench. 

Sil. Let you go the Wrench. 5 
Viol. O Gentleman, as you had Mothers ! 
Deer. They had no Mothers; they are the Sons of 
EKic. Let that be maintain'd. (Bitches. 
Sl. Marry then. 

= FPFVidl. Oh bleſs me Heav'n! 

Mer. How many is there on's ? 

= - Rrc. About five. 

tly. Wer. Why then let's fight three to three. | 
.. Content. [Draw and fall down. 
3% S Draw. The Watch? the Watch? the Warch: ? Where 
are you? Erit. 
t. n 3 = Kic. Where are theſe Cowards 2 Exit. 
+ 3 There's the Whore. PE | 
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Ric. No more I will not, Boy, lay me down, | and 


rowl me to a Whore. 


Uber. And me. 
Ped. There ſpoke an 
Sil. Then ſet your Foot to my Foot, and up Tails all. 
Viol. That is Ricardo, what a Noiſe they make? 


*Tis ill done on 'em; here, Sirs, Ricardo? 
Ric. What's that Boy ? 


Draw. Tis a Wench, Sir, pray "AREA come away. 


Viol. Omy dear Love! How doeſt thou? 


Ric. Faith ſweet Heart, even as thou ſeeſt. 


Ped. Where's thy Wench? 


Uber. Where's this Bed-worm ? 


Viol. 
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Viol. I never ſaw a drunken Man before, 
But theſe I think are ſo. | 
Sil. Oh! 
Fed. I miſt you narrowly hare. 
Viol. My ſtate is ſuch, 1 know not how to think. 
A Prayer fit for me, only I could move, 
That never Maiden more might be in Love. [Exit. 
Enter Drawer, Conſtable and Watch. 
Watch.” Where are they, Boy ? 


Draw. Make no ſuch haſte, Sir, they are no Runners. 


Ub. J am hurt, but that's all one, I ſhall light upon 
ſome of ye. 
Pedro, thou art a tall Gentlemen, let me kiſs thee. 
Watch. My Friend. 
Uber, Your Friend? you lie: (Fleas. 
Ric. Stand further off, the Watch, you are full of 
Cmſt. Gentlemen, either be quiet, or we mult make 
you quier. 
Ric. Nay, good Mr. Conſtable, be nor fo rigorous. 
Uber. Mr. Conſtable, lend me thy Hand of Juſtice. 
Conſt, That ] will, Sir. (ftice ſo blind 
Uber, Fy Mr. Conſtable, What golls you have? is Ju- 
Y* cannot ſee to waſh your Hands? [cry you n Sir; 
Your Gloves are on. 
Draw. Now you are up, Sir, Will you go to Bed? 
Ped. VI] truckle here, Boy, give me another Pillow. 
Draw, Will you ſtand up, and let me lay it on then? 
Ped. Yes. | (be going Mr. Conſtable, 
Draw. There hold him two of ye, now they are up, 
Ric. And this way, and that way, Tom. 
Uber. And here away, and there away, Tom. 
S/. This is the right way, the other's the wrong. 
Ped. Th' other's the wrong. 
All. Thou art over-long at the Pot, 7 om, Tan, 
Ric. Lead valiantly, ſweet Conſtable, whoop! ha Boys. 
Conſt. This Wine hunts in their Heads. 
Ric. Give me the Bill, for L' be the Sergeant. 
Conſt. Look to him, Sirs. 


Ric. Keep your Ranks, you Raſcals, keep your Ranks. 
| Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter We 


3 n Cannot ſleep for thinking of this Afi's Wife, 


I'll be gone preſently, there's no ſtaying here, 


with this Devil about me? ho, this is the Noule of Sleep, 
ho ? again there, 'sfoot, the darkneſs, and this love to- 
1 | gether, will make me Lunatick; ho? 


Enter a Servingman above unready. 
Ser. Who calls there? 
Mer. Pray take the Pains to riſe and light a-Candle. 
der. Preſently. 
Mer. Was ever Man but I in ſuch a Stocks? well, 
this ſhall be a warning to me, and a fair one too, how 


1 betray my ſelf to ſuch a Dance, by way of Benefit. 


Enter er 
Ser. Did you call? 


F Mer. Yes, pray do me the kindneſs, Sir, to let me 


out, and not enquire why, for 1 muſt needs be gone. 
Ser. Not to Night, I hope, Sir. 
Mer. Good Sir, to Night, I would fot have troubled 


i 0 you elſe, pray let it be ſo. 


Ser. Alas, Sir, my Maſter will be offended. 
Mer. That 1 have Buſineſs? no [ warrant ye. 


NR Ser. Good Sir, take your Reſt. 


Mer. Pray my good Friend let me appoint my own 
Ser. Yes, Sir. Neft. 
Mer. Then ſhew me the way out, I 1 conſider you. 

Ser. Good Lord, Sir. 

| Mer. If I had not an excellent temper d Patience, 
now ſhould I break this Fellow's Head, and make him 
'Þ twere neceſſary; the only Plague of this Houſe 


1 is the unhandſome love of Servants, that neer do their 


Pury! in the right Place, but when they muſter before 
Winner and {weep the Table with a wooden Dagger, 
Wand then they are troubleſome too, to all Men's Shoul- 
ers; the Woodcock's fleſht again, now I ſhall bave a 
3 New ſtir. Enter 
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Enter Antonio. 
Ant. Who how now Friend? What do you up ſo 
late? Are you well? Do you want any thing ? pray ſpeak. 
Mer. Only the cauſe I riſe for. 
Ant. What Knaves are theſe? What do you want ? 
** 'Sirrah ? 
er, Nothing ith? World, but the Keys to let me 
out of Doors; 1 muſt be gone, be not againſt it, for 
you cannot ſtay me. 
Ant. Be gone at this time? that were a merry Jeſt. 
Mer. If there be any Mirth in't, oy you ule on't, 
but I muſt go. 
Ant. Why, for loves ake? 
Mer. Twill benefit your Underſtanding nothing to 
know the cauſe, pray go to Bed, I'll trouble your Man 


only. 


Ant. Nay, Sir, you have rais'd mare, that has rea- 
ſon to curſe you, and you knew all, my Wife's up, and 
coming down too. 

Mer. Alas, it will be a trouble, pray go up to her, 
and let me diſturb no more, tis unmannerly. 

Enter Maria, as out of ber Bed. 

Ant. She's here already : Sweet Heart, how ſay you 

this Gentleman? he would away at Midnight. 

Mar. That I am ſure he will not. 

Mer. Indeed I muſt. 

Mar. Good Sir, let not your homely Entertainment 
preſs you to leave your Bed at midnight; if you want, 
what my Houſe or our Town may afford you, make it 
your own fault if you call not for it; pray go to Bed 
again; let me compel you, I am ſure you have no Pow- 
er to deny a Woman; the Air is piercing, and to a 
Body beaten with long travel, twill prove an ill Phy- 
ſician. 

Mer. If ſhe ſpeak longer 1 ſhall bea Knave, as rank as 
ever ſweat for't; Sir, if you will ſend your Wife up pre- 
ſently, I will either ſtay with you, d'ye mark me, or de- 


liver you ſo juſt a cauſe, that you your ſelf (hall thruſt 


me out of Dem, both aden and willingly. 2 
Ant. 
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Ant. 1 would fain hear that *faith, pray thee go up 
zweet-Heart, I have half perſwaded him, beſides, he 
1ath ſome private Buſineſs with me. 

Mar. Good Ons” Sir, and what Content you would 
ave, I wiſh with you [ Exit. 
Mer. Could any Man that had a Back ask more! O 
ne me! O me! (go? 
Ant. Now deal directly with me: Why ſhould you 
Mer. If you be wile do not enquire the Cauſe, Twall 
| trouble you. 
ut, An. Why? prithee why? ; 

Mer. Faith I would not have you know it, let me 
go, *twill be far better for you. 
Ant. Who's that, that knocks there? is't not at the 
lan Street Door ? 

. = Ser. Yes, Sir. 
ea. Ant. Who's there, cannot you ſpeak? _ 
nd Viol. within, A poor diſtreſſed Maid, for God's fake 
1 let me in. | | 
Mer. Let her in and me out together, tis but one 
labour, *ris Pity ſhe ſhould ſtand 1'th' Street, i it ſeems ſhe 
knows you. 

Ai. There ſhe ſhall Rand for mez you are Ignorant, 
this is a common Cuſtom of the Rogues that lie about 
the looſe Parts of the City. 5 
Mer. As how? é 
Ant. To knock at Doors in dead time of Night, and 
uſe ſome feigned Voice to raiſe Compaſſion, and when 
the Doors are open, in they ruſh, and cut the Throats 

*X of all, and take the Booty; we cannot be too careful. 

= Mil. within. As ever you had Pity let me in, I am un- 
done elſe. 

Am. Who are you? 

Viol. My name is Viola, a Gentlewoman chat ill 
Chance hath diſtreſſed, you know my Father. | 

XX Mer, Alas of God we'll let her in, *tis one of the 

| Gentlewomen were here 1'th' Evening, I know her b 

| her Name, poor Soul, ſhe's cold I warrant her, ler her 
| have my warm Bed, and I'Il take her Fortune; come, 
POE Fe; 
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Ant. It is not Viola, that's certain, ſhe went home 
to her Father's, I am ſure. 5 


Viol. Will not you be ſo good to let me in? 
Ant. Pl be ſo good to have you whipt away, if you 
ſtay a little longer: She's gone | warrant her, now let 
the knowing. 

Mer. Since you are ſo Importunate, I'll tell you, 
love your Wife extreamly. 1 
Ant. Very well. I. | | 

Mer. And fo well that I dare not ſtay. 


me know your cauſe, for I will hear it, and not repent 


Ant. Why? | 


Mer. For wronging you, I know I am Fleſh and Blood, 
and you have done me Friendſhips infinite and often, 
that muſt require me Honeſt, and a true Man, and I 
will be ſo, or Il] break my Heart. | 

Ant. Why, you may ſtay for all this, methinks. 

Mer. No, though I wou'd be good, I am no Saint, 
nor is it ſafe to try me, I deal plainly. js. 

Aut. Come, I dare try you, do the beſt you can. 
Mer. Vou ſhall not; when Tam right again, I'll come 
and ſee you, till when, I'll uſe all Countries, and all 
Means, but Iwill loſe this Folly, 'tis a Devil. 

Ant. Is there no way to ſtay you? | | 

Mer. No, unleſs you will have mc {uch a Villain to 
you, as all Men {ſhall ſpit at me. | 


Ant. Do's the know you love her? 


a Rogue to render her. 
Ant. If ever any had a faithful Friend, I am that 


Mer. No, I hope not, that were Recompence fit for 


Man and I may glory in't, this is he, that ipſe, he that 


paſſes all Chriſtendom for Goodneſs, he ſhall not over- 
go me in his Friendſhip, *twere recreant and baſe, and 


Tm be hang'd firſt, I am reſolv'd, go thy ways, a Wife 


will never part us, I have conſider'd, and I find her 
nothing to ſuch a Friend as thou art; I'll ſpeak. a bold 
word, take your time and woe her, you have overcome 
me clearly, and do whar's fitting with her, you conceive 
me, I am glad at Heart you love her; by this light, ne'er 
ſtare upon me, for I will not fly from it, if you had ſpo- 
% ed ken 


Fr 


= ſhall live after us, and be remember'd while there is a 
ſtory; or I'll loſe my aim. 
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keen ſooner, ſure you had been ſerv'd; Sir, you are not 


every Man, now to your Task, I give you free leave, 


> andthe Sin is mine if there be any in it. 


Mer. He will be hang'd before he makes this good, 
he cannot be ſo innocent a Coxcomb, he can tell ten 
ſure. If I had never known you as I have done, I might 
be one, as others perhaps ſooner, but now ' tis impoſſi- 
ble, e tho much Good between us. . 
Ant. Well, thou art e'en the beſt Man GERT can 


ſay no-more, I am ſo over-joy'd, you muſt ſtay this 


Ant. But where you mean to be I muſt have notice, 
And it muſt be hard by too, do you mark me? 

Mer. Why, What's the matter ? 

Ant. There is a thing in hand. 

Mer. Why? what thing? 


you would little think 


it; as famous for our Friendſhip 
Mer. How? 


Ant. You ſhall anon and for our Names, I think the 


Mer. What a Vengeance ails he? How do you? 


World ſhall ring of. 

Mer. And why is all this? 
Ant. You ſhall enjoy my Wife. 
Mer. Away, away. 


Aut. The Wonder mult begin, ſo I have caſt it, t will 
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I quiet till I have made jt perfect. 
1 3 Mer. 


Night, and in the Morning go as early as you pleaſe, I 
bhavea Toy for you. 
er. | thought this Pill would make you fick. ” 


Ant. A ſound one, if it take right, and you be not 
= peeviſh. We two will be 


Ant. If Heav'n pleaſe, as ever Damon was, and Pythe- 
4363 or Hlades, and Oreſtes, or any two that ever were; 
do you conceive me yet? 
We . Mer. No, by my troth, Sir; he will not help me up 
RX ſure. | 


Ant. Yes Faith, we two will be ſuch Friends, as the 


be ſcurvy elſe, you ſhall nor ſtir a Foot in't, pray be 
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Mer. What ſhall a Man do with this wretched Fel- 


low ? there is no Mercy to be uſed towards him, he is 
not capable of any Pity, he will in ſpight of courſe be 


a Cuckold, and who can help it? Muſt it begin fo 
needs, Sir? ————Think again. 


Ant. Yes marry muſt it, and 1 wy ſelf will woe this 


Woman for you ; do you perceive it now ? ha ? 


Mer. Yes, now I have a little ſight i'th' matter; O 
that thy Head ſhould be ſo monſtrous, that all thy Ser- 
Vat Hats may hang upon t! But do you mean to do 
this? ET inp es 

Ant. Yes certain, I will woe her, and for you, ſtrive 
not againſt it, tis the Oyerthrow of the beſt Plot that 
ever was then. bo os, PR bg 

Mer. Nay, I'll aſſure you, Sir, 1'Il do no harm, you 


have too much about you of your own. 


Ant. Have you thought of a Place yer ? 
0”. ' A Face?  * 
Ant. Ay a Place where you will bide,prethee no more 


of this Modeſty, 'tis fooliſh, and we were not determin'd 


to be abſolute Friends indeed, 'twere tolerable. 
Mer. 1 have thought, and you ſhall hear from me. 
Ant. Why, this will gain me everlaſting Glory; 1 


have the better of him, that's my Comfort, good Night. 


Exit. 

Mer. Good Night; well go thy ways, thou 15 the 

tydieſt Wittall this Day I think above Ground, and yet 

thy end for all this muſt be motly- 8 Exit. 
Enter à Tinker with 2 Cord, and Dorothy. 

Tink. Tis better cold; a Plague upon theſe Rogues, 


how wary they are grown? not a Door open now, but 


double barr d; not a Window, but up with a caſe of 
W ood like a Spice-box, and their Locks unpickable; 


the very Smiths that were half Ventures, drink peni- 


tent, ſingle Ale, this is the fron Age, the Ballad fings 
of; well, I ſhall meer with ſome of your looſe Linnen 


yet, good Fellows muft not ſtarve ; here's he ſhall ſhew 


God-a-mighty's Dog-bolts. if this hold. A 

Dor. Faith thou art but roo merciful, that's thy 
fault, thou art as ſweet a Thief, that Sin excepted, 
e as 


|: = 


as ever ſuffer'd, that's a proud Word, and I'll main- 
= tain it. 

 F*Z Tin, Come, prethee let's ſhog off, and browze an 
1 **. hour or two, there's Ale will make a Cat ſpeak, at the 

— Harrow, we ſhall get nothing now, without we batter, 
tis grown too near Morning, the Rogues fleep ſober, 
and are watchful. _ 
O Dor. We want a Boy extreamly for this Function, 
kept under for a Year, with Milk, and Knot-graſs; in 
my time I have ſeen a Boy do wonders; Robin the red 
Tinker had a Boy, reſt his Soul, he ſuffer'd this time four 
Years, for two Spaons, and a Pewter Candleſtick, that 


ſuch a piece of Linnen in an Evening- — 
Iii. Well, we will have a Boy, prethee let's go, I am 
vengeance cold ] tell thee. 

Dor. Vil be hang'd before I ftir without ſome purchaſe, 
on” by theſe ten Bones, Pl] turn She- ape, and untile a Houſe, 
in d but I'll have it, it may be I have a humour to be hang'd, I 
Cannot tell. 
ä = Enter Viola. Co 
5 1 "=. Tin. Peace, you flead Whore, thou haſt a Mouth like 
== Blood-hound, here comes a Night-ſhade. 
Dor. A Gentlewoman W hore, by this Darkneſs I'II 
the E. Caſe her to the Skin. 

in. Peace, I ſay. | 
Exit. Viol. What Fear have I endur'd this diſmal Night? 
And what Diſprace, if I were ſeen and known? 
In which this Darkneſs only is my Friend, 
That only has undone me; a thouſand Curſes 
Eight on my eaſie, fooliſh, childiſh Love, 

able; That durſt ſo lightly lay a Confidence 
pon a Man, ſo many being falſe; 
ungs K wearineſs, and weeping, makes me ſleepy, I muſt 
innen We |; down. | | | 5 5 
Tin. What's this? A Prayer, or a Homily, or a Ballad 
good Counſel ? She has a Gown, I am ſure. 
Dor. Knock out her Brains, and then ſhell ne'er bite. 
Ii. Ves, I will knock her, but not yet: You? Woman? 
*r. Vl Dd | Viol. 
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Viol. For God's ſake what are you? 

Tin. One of the Grooms of your Wardrobe, come, 
uncaſe, uncaſe; by'r Lady a good Kerſey. 

Viol. Pray do not hurt me, Sir. 


* 


Dor. Let's have no Pity, for if you do, here's that ſhall 


cut your Whiſtle, 


Viol. Alas, what would you have? I am as miſerable 
as you can make me any way. 
Dor, That ſhall be try'd. 
Viol. Here, take my Gown, if that will do you Pleaſure. 
Tin. Yes marry will it, look in the Pockets Doll, there 
may be Birds. . 
Dor. They are flown, a pox go with them, I'Il have 


this Hat, and this Ruff too, I like it, now will I flouriſh 


like a Lady brave, I faith, Boy. 
Viol. You're fo gentle People to my ſeeming, 
That by my truth I could live with you. 
Tin. Could you ſo? A pretty young round Wench, 


well Blooded, I am for her, Thieves. 


Dar. But by this Iam not, cool your Codpiece, Rogue, 
or I'll clap a Spell upon't, ſhall take your Edge off with a 
very Vengeance. 

Iin. Peace, Horſe-fleſh, Peace, I'll caſt off my Amazon, 
ſhe has walk'd too long, and is indeed Notorious, ſne'll 


fight and ſcould, and drink like one of the Worthies. 


Dor. Uds precious you young contagious Whore, 
muſt you be ticeing? And, is your Fleſh ſo rank, Sir, 
that two may live upon't? Iam glad to hear your Cortalls 
grown ſo luſty; he was dry founder'd other Day, wehee 
my pamper'd Jade of Afia. i 

Viol. Good Woman do not hurt me, I am forry 


that I have given any cauſe of Anger. 


Dor. Fither bind her quickly, and come away, or by 
this Steel 11 tell thee, though I truſs for Company; now 


could I eat her broil'd, or any way, without Vinegar, I 


muſt have her Noſe. = (Woman. 
Viol. By any thing you love beſt, good Sir, good 
Tin. Why her Noſe, Dorozhy © | 
Dor. If L have it not, and preſently warm, I lofe that I 
go withal. a 7 
e Tin. 


—— 
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Tin. Wou'd the Devil had that thou goeſt withal, and 


I | thee together, for ſure he got thy Whelps if thou haſt 
any, ſhe's thy dear Dad, W hore! Put up your Cut-purſe; 


elſe, ſheath your Bung W hore. mg 


and be hang d both. = | 

= Tin. Come, I muſt bind you, not a word, no crying. 
Viol. Do what you will, indeed I will not cry. 

Tin. Hurt her not, if thou doſt, by Ale and Beer, I'II 

clout thy old bald Brain- Pan with a piece of Braſs, you 

Bitch incarnate. [Erxeunt Tinker and Dorothy. 
Piol. OHeav'n, to what am Ireſery'd, that knew not 

Through all my childiſh Hours and Actions, 

More Sin, than poor Imagination, 

And too much loving of a faithleſs Man? 

For which I'm paid, and ſo, that not the Day 

That now is riſing to protect the harmleſs, 

And give the innocent a Sanctuary 

From Thieves and Spoilers, can deliver me 

From Shame, at leaſt Suſpicion —LE 

1 Enter Valerio. 5 

zon, Val. Sirrab, lead down the Horſes eaſily, Ill walk a- 
nel! foot till I be down the Hill, *ris very early, I ſhall reach 

; home betimes. How now, who's there? | 

ore, Viol. Night, that was ever Friend to Lovers, yet 
Sir, Has rais d ſome weary Soul, that hates his Bed, 

talls To come and fee me Bluſh, and then laugh at me. 

chee Pal. Had a'rude Heart that did this. 

= 7/7. Gentle Sir, | 
forry lf you have that which honeſt Men call Pity, 

And be as far from evil as you ſhew 9 | 
Help a poor Maid, that this Night Ly bad Fortune 
Has been thus us'd by Robbers. 
Val. A Pox upon his Heart that would not help thee, 


ch, 


zue, 
th a 


Ir by 
now 
ar, I 
"man. 


good 
hat 1 


have you been tied here? . 
= 7:9. Alas, this hour, and with Cold and Fear am al- 
moſt periſh'd. 


4 


1 | an I take my Switch up, *twill be a black time with you 


Dor. Will you bind her? We ſhall ſtand here prating, 


3 this Thief was half a Lawyer by his Bands. How long 


Dd z Val. 
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Val. Where were the Watch the while? Good ſober 
Gent. they were like careful Members of the City, draw- 
ing in diligent Alc, and ſinging Catches, while Mr. Con- 
ſtable contriv'd the Toff, : Theſe Fellows would be 
more ſeverely puniſh'd than wandring Gipſies, that every 
Statute whips; for if they had every one two Eyes apiece 
more, three Pots would put them out. 
Viol. I cannot tell, I found no Chriſtian to give me 
Succour. 

Val. When they take a Thief, I'll take Oſtend again; 
the Whoreſons drink Opium in their Ale, and then they 
ſleep like Tops; as for their Bills, they only ſerve to reach 
down Bacon to make Raſhers on; now let me know 

whom I have done this Courteſie too, that 1 may thank 
my early riſing for it? 

Viol. Sir, all I am, you ſee. 

Val. Vou have a Name l'm ſure, and a Kindred, a Father, 
Friend, or ſomething that muſt own you; ſhe's a hand- 
ſome young Wench; what Rogues were theſe to Rob 
her? 
Viol. Sir, you ſee all I dare reveal, 

And as you are a Gentleman preſs me no further; 

For there begins a Grief, whoſe bitterneſs 

Will break a ſtronger Heart than I have in me, 

And 'twill but make you heavy with the hearing, 

For your own goodneſs ſake deſire it not. | 
val. If you would not have me enquire that, how do 

you live then? OT. 

Yiol. How I have liv'd, is ftill one Queſtion, 

Which mult nor be refolv' id ——— 
How I defire to live, is in your liking, 
So worthy an Opinion ] have of you. _— 

Pal. Is in my liking? How I pray thee? Tell me, i'faith 

Ill do you any good li-s in my Power; ſhe has an Eye would 
raiſe a Bed-rid Man; come, leave your Fear, and tell me, 
that's a good Wench. 

Viol. Sir, I would ſerve | 

Val. Who would'ſt thou ſerve? Do not weep and 

tell me. 25 


Viol. 
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Yiol, Faith, Sir, even ſome good Woman, and ſuch a 
Wife, if you be married, I do imagine yours. 

Val. Alas! thou art young and tender, let me ſee thy 
Hand, this was ne'er made to wath, or wind up Water, 
beat Cloaths, or rub a Floor, by this Light, for one uſe 
that ſhall be nameleſs, tis the beſt wanton Hand that cer 
I lookt ou. DE] 
Viol. Dare you accept me, Sir, my Heart is honeſt, 
Among your virtuous charitable Dceds, 

This will not be the leaſt. 

Val. Thou canſt in a Chamber? 

Viol. In a Chamber, Sir? 

1 Val. ] mean, wait there upon a Gentlewoman. 

23 How quick ſhe is, I like that mainly too; _ 
Tu have her, though I keep her with main ſtrength like 
a betieged Town, ior 1 know I ſhall have the Enemy a- 
fore me within a Week. 
Viol. Sir, I can iow too, and make pretty Laces, 

Dreſs a Head handſome, teach young Gentlewomen, 
For in all theſe I have a little Knowledge. 

Hal. Tis well, no doubt I thallencreaſe that Knowledge. 
I like her better ſtill, how ſhe provokes me; pretty young 
Maid, you ſhall ſerve a good Gentlewoman, though 1 
fay'r, that will not be unwilling you ſhould pleaſe me, 
nor I forgetful if you do. 

Viol. T am the happier. - 5 

Val. My Man ſhall make ſome ſhift to carry youbchind 
him, can you ride well? Bs 

Viol. But I'll hold faſt for catching of a fall. 

Val, That's the next way to pull another on you. I' 
work her as I go, I know ſhe's Wax, now, at this tun” 
could I beget a Worthy on this Wench, 

Viol. Sir, for this Gentleneſs, may Heav'n requite you! 
tenfold. | 

Val. *Tisa good Wench, however others uſe thee, be 
ſure I'll be a loving Maſter to thee; come. [| Exeunt 
Enter Antonio like an \riſh Footman, with a Letter. 
Ant. Lhope J am wild enough for being known, | have 
gy writ a Letter here, and in it have abus'd my ſeif moſt 
bitterly, yet all my Fear is not enough, for that muſt do 
1 . it, 
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it, that muſt lay it on, T'll win her out i th Flint, "twill 
be more famous; now for my Language. 
| Enter Servingman. 
Ser, Now, Sir, who would you ſpeak with? 
Aut. Where be bet Maſtres Man? 1 — ſpeal: 


with her, 


] have a Letter. 

Ser. Cannot I deliver it? 

Ant, No, by my trot, and fait, canſt thou not Man. 

der. Well, Sr, I'll eall her to you, pra ſhake your Ears 
without a little, Exit Servingman. 

Ant. Cran a Cree do it quickly; t this Rebel Tongue 
ſticks in my Teeth worſe than a tough Hen, ſure it was 
ne' er known ar Babel, for they ſold no Apples, and this 
was made for certain at the firſt planting of Orchards, 
"tis ſo crabbed. 

Enter Maria, ond Servingman. 
Mar. What's he wou'd peak with me? 
Ser. A kill kenny Ring, hire he ſtands, Madam. 
Mar. What would you have with me, Friend? 

Ant. He has a Letter for other Women, wilt thou read 

Mar. From whence? (it? 

Ant. De Croſſe Creeſt from my Maſter. 

Mer. Who is your Maſter ? 

Ant. 1 pray do you look. 

Mar. Do you know this Fellow ? 

Ser, No Madam, not 1, more than an Ir.ſb Footman: 
ſtand further Friend, I do not like your Rope-runners, 
what Stalion Rogues are theſe, to wear ſuch Dowlets, 
the very Cotton may commit Adultery. 

Mar. I cannot find whoſe Hand this ſhould be, Pl! 
read, To the beautebus Wife of Don Antonio: Sure this is 
ſome blind Scribe - well now, What follows? 
An. Pray God it take, I have given her that will ſtir 
her Conſcience, how it works with her; Hope, if it be 
thy Will, let the Fleſh have it. 

Mar., This is the moſt abhor'd, intolerable Knavery, 


that ever Slave entertain'd, ſure there! is more than thine 


owyn Head] in this — it ny like a ata Wien 
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diſabled in his Body? O W God, as I live he lies fear- 
fully, and baſely, ha? I ſhould know that Jewel, tis my 
Husband, come hither ſhat, are you an Iriſb Man? 

Ant. Sweet Woman a Creel am an Jriſh Man. 


r 


tleman? | By | 
Ant. Yleaſe thee alittle Day, O my Mac dermond put me 
to my Maſtree, tis don I know. 


Wars Aar. By my Faith he ſpeaks as well as if he had been 

louſy for the Language a Year or two; well, Sir, you had 
— been better have kept your own Shape as I will ule you, 
4 what have I done that ſhould deſerve this Trial? I never 


this made him Cuckold, to my Knowledge. Sirrah come 
1 5 hither. e | ä 


ards, Ant. Now will ſhe ſend ſome Jewel, or ſome Letter, 


I know her Mind as well; I ſhall be famous. 
x Mar. Take this Ir: Bawd here. 
Ant. Hows © . . 
Mar. And kick him till his Breeches and Breech.be of 
ZOE A one colour, a bright blue both. 1 
7 Ant. I may be well ſwing'd thus, for I dare not reveal 

(it! my ſelf, I hope ſhe does not mean it, O hone, O hone, 
O0 St. Parrick, O a Cree, O ſweet Woman. 

Mar. No, turn him, and kick him o' t'other ide, 
that's well. oy: 
Ant. O good waiting Man, I beſeech thee good wait- 
man; ing Man, a Pox fire your Legs. 4 
an” RE Aar. You Rogue, you Enemy to all, but little Breeches, 
wiets, {© How dareſt thou come to me with ſuch a Letter? 
- Pl Ant. Prethee pity the poor Iriſb Man, all this makes 
J 3 


his is for me, if I win her yet, I am ſtill more glorious. 
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hearden my Heart again, go ſhut him up, 'till my Husband 


Head, would'ſt not thou be whipt, and think it Juſtice? 
Well Aguavitæ Barrel, 1 will bounce you. 
Ant. I pray you do, I beſeech you be not angry. 
Mar. O you hobby-headed Raſcal, I'll have you flead, 
and Troſſers made of thy Skin to tumble in, go away 
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1 gar. Now know it perfectly; is this your Trick, Sir? 
lll trick you for it; how long have you ſerv'd this Gen- 


Mar, Now could 1 weep at what I have done, but PII 


comes home, yet thus much e' er ye go, Sirrah thatch'd 


i 
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with him, let him ſee no Sun, till my Husband come home: 
Sir, I ſhall meet with you for your Knavery, | fear it not. 

Ant. Wilt thou not let me go? I do not like this. 

Mar. Away with him. 

Ser. Come, I'll lead you in by your Jack-a- lent Hair, 
go quietly, or V1] make your Crupper crack. 

Mar. And do you hear me, Sirrah? And when you 
have done, make my Coach ready. 

Ser. Yes forſooth. | Exit Servingman with Antonio. 

Mar. Lock him up ſafe enough, I'll to this Gentleman, 
I know the reaſon of all this Buſineſs, for I do ſuſpect it; 
if he have this Plot, I'll ring him ſuch a Deal, ſhall make\ 
his Ears deaf for a Month ar leaſt. „„ PE. 

Enter Ricardo. 

Ric. Am I not mad? Can this weak temper'd Head, 
That will be mad with Drink, endure the Wrong 
That I have done a Virgin, and my Eove? 

Be mad, for ſo thou oughteſt, or Iwill beat 
The Walls and Trees down with thee, and will let 
Either thy Memory out, or Madneſs in; 

But (ure I never lov'd fair Viola, 

I neverlov'd my Father, nor my Mother, 

Or any thing but Drink; had I had Love, 
Nay, had I known ſo much Charity 

As ld have ſav'd an Infant from the Fire, 

I had been Naked, raving in the Street; 
With half a Face, gaihing my ſelf with Knives, 
Two hours cer this time. 

Enter Pedro, Silvio, and Uberto. 
Ped. Good Morrow, Sir. 


Ric. Good Morrow Gentlemen, ſhall we go diaz again? 
I have my Wits. 


Ped. So have I, but they are unſetled ones, would I 
had ſome Porridge. 
Ric. The Tavern Boy was here this Morning with me, 
And told me, that there was a Gentlewoman, 
Which he took for a Whore, that hung on me: 
For whom we quarrel'd, and I know not what. 
Ped. I faith nor I. 


Uber. L have a glimmering of ſome ſuch thing. 
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Ric. Was it you, Silvio, 
That made me drink ſo much? 'twas you or Pedro. 
Fed. I know not who. 

Sil. We are all apt enough. 

Ric. But I will lay the fault on none but me, 
That 1 would be ſo entreated; come Silvio, 
Shall we go drink again, come Gentlemen, 
Why do you ſtay, let's never leave off now, 
Whil'ſt we have Wine, and Throats, I'll practiſe it, 
Till I have made it my beſt quality; 
For what is beſt for me to do but that? 
For Heav'n ſake come and drink; when I am nam'd, 
Men ſhall make anſwer, Which Ricardo mean you? 
The excellent Drinker? I will have it ſo, 
Will you go drink? | 

Sz]. We drunk too much too lately. | 

Ric. Why there is then the leſs behind to drink, 
Let's end it all, diſpatch that, we'll ſend abroad, 
And purchaſe all the Wine the World can yield, 
And then drink it off, then take the Fruits o'th' Earth, 
Diſtil the Juice from them, and drink that off; 
We'll catch the Rain before it fall to Ground, 
And drink off that, that never more may grow; 
We'll ſet our Mouths to Springs, and drink them off, 
And all this while we'll never think of thoſe 
That love us beſt, more than we did laſt Night. 
We will not give unto the Poor a drop 
Of all this Drink, but when we ſee them weep, 


We'll run to them, and drink their Tears off too. 


We'll never leave whilſt there is heat or moiſture, 
In this large Globe, but ſuck it cold and dry, 
Till we have made it Elemental Earth, 
Merely by drinking. 

Ped. Is't flattery to tell you, you are mad? 
_ Ric. If it be falſe, 1 5 
There's no ſuch way to bind me to a Man 
He that will have me, lay my Goods and Lands, 
My Life down for him, need no more, but ſay, 


XX Ricardo thou art mad, and then all theſe 


Are at his Service, then he pleaſes me, * 
e And 
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And makes me think that I had Virtue in me, 
That I had Love and Tenderneſs of Heart, 
That though I have committed fuch a fault, 
As never Creature did, yet running mad, 
As honeſt Men ſhould do for ſuch a Crime, 
I have expreſt ſome Worth, though it be late; 
But I alas have none of theſe in me, 
Bur keep my Wits ſtill like a frozen Man, 
That had no fire within him. 
Sil. Nay, good Ricardo leave this wild Talk, and 
ſend a Letter to her, III deliver it. | 
Ric. *Tis to no purpoſe ; perhaps ſhe's loſt laſt Night, 
Or ſhe got home again, ſhe's now ſo ſtrictly 
Look'd to, the Wind can ſcarce come to her; or admit 
She were her ſelf, if ſhe would hear from me, | 
From me unworthy, that have us d her thus, 
She were ſo fooliſh, that ſhe were no more 


To be belov'd. | 


Futer Andrugio, and Servant with a Night-gown. 

Ser. Sir, we have found this Night-gown ſhe took 

Ric, Where? where? ſpeak quickly. (with her. 

Ser. Searching in the Suburbs, we found a Tinker 
and his Whore that had it in a Tap-houſe, whom we 
apprehended, and they confeſt they ſtole it from her. 
Ric. And murthered her? 

Sil. What ail you Man? 

Ric. Why all this doth not make me mad. 

Sil. It does, you would not offer this elſe, good Pe- 


| dro look to his Sword. 


Ser. They do deny the killing of her, but ſwore they 


left her tied to a Tree, in the Fields, next thoſe Suburbs 


that are without our Lady's Gate, near Day, and by the 
Road, ſo that ſome Paſſenger muſt needs unty her quickly. 

And. The will of Heav'n be done: Sir, I will only 
entreat you this, that as . were the greateſt Occaſion 
of her loſs, that you will be pleaſed to urge your Friends, 
and be your ſelf earneſt in the Search of her; if ſhe be 
found, ſhe is yours; if ſhe pleaſe; I my ſelf only ſee 
theſe People better examin'd, and after follow ſome 
way in ſearch. God keep you Gentlemen. 15 
1 J%CCCG 9 C I.. 
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Sil. Alas good Man! 

Ric. What think you now of me? I think this Lump 
Is nothing but a Piece of Flegm congeal dd 
Without a Soul, for where there's ſo much Spirit 
As would but warm a Flea, thoſe faults of mine 
Would make it glow, and flame in this dull Heart, 
And run like molten Gold through every Sin, 
Till it could burſt theſe Walls, and fly Say, 
Shall I intreat you all to take your Horſes, 
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nd And ſearch this Innocent ? ( 
_ Ped. With all our Hearts. | 
nt, Ric. Do not divide your ſelves till you come there, 
f Fj Where they ſay ſhe was ty'd, I'll follow too : 
at FX Bur never to return till ſhe be found. FIT 
= Give me my Sword good Pedro, I will do 
No harm, believe me, with it, I am now 
Far better temper'd'; if I were not fo, 
I have enow beſides, God keep you all, | 
Fr And ſend us good Succels. Exeunt. 
kr. . | EO ES 
er i DES 
: ACT Wm SCENEL 
Enter Mercury, and Servant. 
Mer. HO is it? can you tell ? 
Wo - 85 Ser. By my Troth, Sir, I know not, but 
tis a Gentle woman. | Sr Tae ³.¹—8·.]íñ 
ey Mer. A Gentleman, I'll lay my Life, yon Puppy Was 
bs ſent his Wife to me; if he have, fling up the Bed. 
he j TT CT EHhHTT 
y. Enter Maria with a Letter. 
ly Mar. I am glad I found you, Sir; there, take your 
on Letter, and keep it till you have another Friend to 
18, wrong, *tis too malicious falſe to make me Sin, you have 
be provoked me to be that I love not, a Talker, and you 
ec — A or: i: Be: 5 
ne Why ſhould you dare to imagine me 
ft. So light a Huſwife, that from four hours Knowledge 
il. | You might preſume to offer to my Credit This 
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This rude and rufhan Tryal ? I am ſure 
I never courted you, nor gave you Tokens, 
That might concern Aſſurance, you are a Fool. 
Mer. | cannot blame you now, I ſee this Letter, 
Though you be angry, yer with me you muſt not, 


Unleſs you'll make me guilty of a wrong, - 
My worſt Aﬀections hate i 


Mar. Did not you ſend it? 3 
Mer. No, upon my Faith, which is more, I under- 
ſtand it not; the Hand is as far from my Knowledge, as 
the Malice. 
Mar. This is ſtrange. 
Mer. It is ſo, and had been ſtranger, and indeed more 
1 _ hateful, SI rt AR FI AN | 3 
Had I, that have receiv'd ſuch Courteſics, and owe ſo 
many Thanks, done this baſe Office. 
Mar. Your Name is at it. RY 
Mer, Yes, but not my Nature, and I ſhall hate my 
Name worſe than the manner, for this baſe broking ; 
you are wiſe and virtuous, remove this fault from me; 
for on the love I bear to Truth and Goodneſs, this Let- 
ter dare not name me for the Author. 

Mar. Now I perceive my Husband's Knavery, if any 
Man can but find where he has been, I will go with 
this Gentleman whatſoever comes on't; and as I mean 
to carry it, both he and the World ſhall think it fir, and 
thank me for it. | . 

Mer. I muſt confeſs I loved you at firſt, however 
this made me leave your Houſe unmannerly, that might 
provoke me to do ſomething ill, both to your Honour 
and my Faith, and not to write this Letter, which I 
hold ſo truly wicked, that I will not think on't. 

Mar. I do believe you, and fince I ſee you are free, 
my words were not meant to you; but this is not the 
half of my Affliction. „ 
Mer. Tis pity you ſhould know more Vexation; may 

I enquire? PRES 1 i 
Aar. Faith, Sir, I fear I have loſt my Husband. 
Mer. Your Husband ? it cannot be: I pity her, how | 
3 11-2 eee 3 
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Enter Servant. | 
Mar. How now? What news? nay ſpeak, for we 
muſt know. | 
Ser. Faith I have found at length, by chance, where 
he has been. ; 
Mar Where? 
Se, a blind Out-houſe in the Suburbs, pray God 
all he wall with him. 5 
Mar. Why? | 
Ser. There are his Cloaths, but, what's become of 
him, I cannot yet enquire. BY 
Mar. | am glad of this; ſure they have murther'd 
him, What ſhall l do? : 
Mer. 3c not ſo grieved, before you know the Truth, 
you have time enough to weep, this is the ſudden'ſt 
Miſchi'; did you not bring an Officer to ſearch there, 
where ou ſay you found his Cloaths ? 
Ser. Yes, and we ſearcht it, and charg'd the Fellow 
with him; but he, like a Rogue, ſtubborn Rogue, 
made anſwer, he knew not where he was; he had been 
there, but where he was now, he could not tell: I tell 
you true, I fear him. | 
Mar. Are all my Hopes and Longings to enjoy him, 
After this three Years travel, come to this? 
Ser. It is the rankeſt Houle in all the City, the moſt 
_ curſed roguy Bawdy-houſe. Hell fire it. 
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Mer. This is the worſt I heard yet; will you go 


home? Pll bear you Company, and give- you the beſt 
help | may: this being here will wrong you. 


Mar. As you are a Gentleman, and as you lov'd your 


dead Friend, let me not 
one Sorrow on another. of 

Aer Why propoſe any thing and I'll perform't; I 
am at my Wits end too. | e 
Ser. o am 1, O my dear Maſter! 

Mer. Peace, you great Fool. 

Mar, hen good Sir, carry me to ſome retir'd place, 
far from the ſight of this unhappy City, whether you 


will indeed, fo it be far enough. 
I * | Aer. 


go home, that will but heap 


CY 
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Mer. If I might counſel you, I think 'twere better 


to go home, 
And try what may be done yet, he may be at home a- 
fore you, who can tell ? 


Mar. O no, I know he's dead, 1 know he's murder d; 


tell me not of going home, you murder me too. 

Mer. Well, ſince it pleaſes you to have it ſo, I will 
no more perſwade you to go home, I'll be your Guide 
in the Country, as your Grief doth command me, I have 
a Mother dwelling from this Place ſome 20 Miles; the 


| Houſe though homely, yet able to ſhew ſomething like 
a welcome; thither I'll ſee you ſafe with all your Ser- 


rows. | . | 
Mar. With all the ſpeed that may be thought upon; 
I have a Coach here ready, good Sir, quickly; III fit 
you,my fine Husband. i 
Mer. It ſhall be ſo; if this Fellow be dead, I fee no 
band of any other Man, to tie me from my will, and I 
will follow her with ſuch careful Service, that ſhe ſhall 
either be my Love, or Wife. Will you walk in? 
Mar. I thank you, Sir, but one word with my Man, 


and I am ready; keep the Iriſh Fellow ſafe, as you love 
you Life, for he I fear has a deep Hand in this, then 


{earch again, and get out warrantsfor that naughty Man, 
that keeps the bad Houſe, that he may anſwer it, if 
you find the Body, give it due Burial; farewel. You 
ſhall hear from me, keep all ſafe. [ Exennt. 
Ser. O my ſweet Maſter ! 5 5 
2 Antonio knocking within. 

Ant. within. Man- a-cree, the Devil take thee, wilt 
thou kill me here? I prethee now let me go ſeek my 
Maſter, I ſhall be very cheel elle. b 

LS Enter Servant. 


Ser. Do you hear Man-a-cree, Pll cree your Coxcomb, 


and you keep not ſtill, down you Rogue. As 
Ant. Good ſweet fact Serving-man, let me out I be- 
ſcech de, and by my trot I will give dfe Worſhip two 
Shillings in good argot, to buy dye Worſhip Pippines. 
Ser. This Rogue thinks all the worth of Man conſiſts 
in Peepins; by this light I'll beat Rebellion out of you 


for ever. | Ant, 
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Ant. Wilt thou not hear me Man? is fet; III 
thee all 1 have about me, | 
Ser. I thank you, Sir, ſo I may have picking work. 
Ant. Here is five Shillings Man. | 
Ser. Here is a Cudgel, a very good one. 
5 Enter two Servi ngmen. 
2 Ser. How now, what's the matter? Where's the 
Iriſhman. 0. 
1 Ser. There, a wyth take him, he makes more Noiſe 


give 


alone there, than ten Lawyers can do with double, and 


a ſcurvy Caſe. ” 
2 Ser. Let him out, I muſt talk with him. 
Enter Antonio. h 
Ant. Wilt thou give me ſome drink, O hone ? I am 
very dry Man, | EY 
2 Ser. You ſhall have that ſhall quench your Thirſt, 
my Friend. : 7 
Ant. Fate doſt thou mean Man? 
2 Ser. Even a good tough Halter. 
Ant. A Halter? O hone! 


2 Fer, Sirrah, you are a miſchievous Rogue, that's the 


Truth. | 


Ant. No, fet I am not. 


1 Ser. Shall I knock out his Brains? 1 have kill'd Dogs 


have been worth three of him for all Uſes. 

2 Ser. Sirrah, the Truth on't is, you muſt with me 
to a Juſtice. O Roger, Roger. 

1 Ser. Why, what's the matter, William ? 

2 Ser. Heavy news Roger, heavy News; God com- 

1 Ser, What is't Man? | . 

Ant. What's the matter now? I am ev'n weary of 
this way, would I were out on't. 

1 Ser. My Maſter ſure is murder'd, Roger, and this 
curſed Rogue, CS 
I fear, has had a hand in't. 

Ant. No, fet not. 

r Ser. Stand away, I'll kick't out of him: come Sir- 


rah, mount, I'll make you Dance, you Raſcal, kill my 


Maſter? If thy Breech were Cannon proof, having this 


Sharrocke, 5 „„ 


good cauſe on my ſide, I would encounter it; hold fair, 
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Ant. Why how now, Sirs? you will not murder me 
2 Ser. Bleſs us, Roger! (indeed, 
Ant. Nay, I am no Spirit. „ 

2 Ser. How do you, Sir? this is my very Maſter. 
Ant. Why well enough yet, but you have a heavy 
foot of your own; Wherc's my Wife? 

x Ser. Alas poor ſorrowful Gentlewoman, ſhe thinks 
you are dead, and has given o'er Houſe-keeping. * 

Ant, W hither is ſhe gone then? * 

x Ser. Into the Country with the Gentleman, your 
Friend, Sir, to ſee if ſhe can wear her Sorrows out 
there; ſhe weeps and takes on too too | | 

Ant. This falls out pat; I ſhall be everlaſting for a 
Name: Do you hear ? upon your Lives and Faiths tome, 
not one word I am living, bur let the ſame Report paſs 
along, that I am murther'd ſtill; I am made for ever. 

WD, Af ©: | 

Ant. I have a Cauſe, Sir, that's enough for you; 
well, if I be not famous, I am wrong'd much; for any 
thing I know I will not trouble him this Week art leaſt, 
no, let them take their way one of another. 

1 Ser. Sir, Will you be till an Iriſbman? 

Ant. Yes, awhile. 

2 Ser. But your Worſhip will be beaten no more ? 

Ant. No, I thank you William. NS 

1 Ser. It Truth, Sir, if it muſt be fo, I'll do it bet - 
ter than a Stranger. | 

Ant. Go, you are Knaves both, bur I forgive you: I 
am almoſt mad with the Apprehenſion of what Ifſhall be; 
not a word I charge you. Be [Exeunt. 

Enter Valerio, and Viola. 

Val. Come, pretty Soul, we now are near our home, 
And whilſt our Horſes are walkt down the Hill, 

Let thou and I walk here over this Cloſe : 
The Foot-way is more pleaſant, tis a time, 
My pretty one, not to be wept away, 

For every living thing is full of Love; 

Art not thou ſo too? ha? 

Viol. Nay, there are living things empty of Love, 
Or I had not been here; but for my (elf, NY 

| | As; 
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Alas, I have too much. 
Val. It cannot be, that ſo much Beauty, ſo much Youth 
and Grace, ſhould have too much of Love. (know. 
Piol. Pray what is Love? For Iam full of that I do not 
Val. Why, Love fair Maid is an extream Deſire, 
That's not to be examin'd, but ful fill'd; 
To ask the reaſon why thou art in Love, 
Or what might be the nobleſt end in Love, 
Would overthrow that kindly riſing warmth, 
Thar many times ſlides gently o'er the Heart, 
Twould make thee grave and ſtaid, thy Thoughts would 
- Likea thrice married Widow, full of ends, (be 
And void of all Compaſſion, and to fright thee 
From ſuch Enquiry, whereas thou art now _ 
Living in ignorance, mild, freſh, and ſweet, 
And but ſixteen; the knowing what Love is, 
Would make thee fix and forty. 
Viol. Would it would make me nothing; I have heard 
Scholars affirm, the World's upheld by Love, 
But I believe, Women maintain all this, 
For there's no Love in Men. 
Fal. Yes, in ſome Men. 
Viol. Iknow them not. 
Val. Why, there is Love in me. 
Yiol. There's Charity I am ſure towards me. (Maid, 
Val. And Love; which 1 will now expreſs, my pretty 
dare not bring thee home, my Wife is fou, 
And therefore envious, ſhe is very old, 
And therefore jealous; thou art fair and young, 
A Subject fit for her unlucky Vices | 
To work upon, ſhe never will endure thee. 


Aol. She may endure, 

lf ſhe be ought but Devil, all the Friendſhip 2 
That I will hold with you; can ſhe endure 

I ſhould be thankful to you? May I pray 

For you and her, will ſhe be brought to think. 

bat all the honeſt Induſtry l have, 

VDeſerves brown Bread? If this may be endur'd 

W>hc'll pick a quarrel with a ſleeping Child, 

Eeer ſhe fall out with me. | | 
Vol. VI. E e 5 Val. 
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F al. But truſt me, ſhe does hate all handſomeneſs. 
Viol. How fell you in Love with ſuch a Creature? 
Val. 1 never lov'd her. | 

* Fil. And yet married her? 

Fial. She was a rich one. (then too. 

Viol. And you ſwore, I warrant you, ſhe was a fair one 
Val. Or believe me, I think I had not had her. 
Viol. Are you Men all ſuch? Wou'd you wou'd wall us 

Where all we Women that are innocent (in a place, 

Might live together. ER 
ul. Do not weep at this, 5 
Although I dare not for ſome weighty Reaſon 
Diſpleaſe my Wife, yet I forget not thee, 

Viol. What will you do with me? \ 

Val. Thou ſhalt be plac'd 
At my Man's Houſe, and have ſuch Food and Raiment 
As can be bought with Mony: Theſe white Hands 
Shall never learn to work, but they ſhall play, 
As thou ſay'ſt they were wont, teaching the Strings 

To move in order, or what elſe thou wilt. 

Viol. I thank you, Sir, but pray you cloath me poorly, 
And let my Labour get me means to live. 
Fal. But fair one, you, I know do ſo much hate 
A foul Ingratitude, you will not look - | 
I ſhould do this for nothing. | 3 
Viol. 1 will work as much out as] can, and take as little, 
That yon ſhall have as duely paid to you 1 
As ever Servant did. . | 
Val. But give me now a trial on't, I may believe 
We are alone, ſhew me how thou wilt kiſs 
And hug me hard, when I have ſtolen away 
Frem my too clamorous Wife that watches me, E 
To ſpend a bleſſed hour or two with thee. = 
Viol.1s this the Love you mean? You would have that 
Is not in me to give, you would have Luſt,  _ MR 
Val. Net to diſſemble, or to mince the Word, 
"Tis Luſt wiſh indeed. N 
Viol. And by my Troth I have it not, for Heav'ns ſake 
uſe me kindly. £ | 1 
8 Thovg: 8 
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Though I be good, and ſhew perhaps a Monſter, | 


— 


As this World goes. 

Val. I do FY 
But ſpeak to thee, thy Anſwers are thy own, 
I compel none, but if you refuſe this motion, 
'Thou art not then for me; alas good Soul, 
What profit can thy Work bring me? 
Viol. Bur J fear, I pray go, for Luſt they ſay, will grow 
Outragious, being deny'd; I give you thanks 
For all your Courteſies, and there's a Jewel 


That's worth the taking, that I did preſerve 


Safe from the Robbers, pray you leave me here 


| Juſt as you found me, a poor Innocent, 
And Heav'n will bleſs you for it. 


Val. Pretty Maid, I am no Rober, nor no Raviſher, 


I pray thee keep thy Jewel, I have done 


No wrong to thee; though thou beeſt virtuous, 
And in extremity, I do not know 
That I am bound to keep thee. 

Viol. No Sir, for God's ſake, if you know an honeſt Man 
in all theſe Countries, give me ſome directions to find him 
Out. 

Val. More honeſt than my ſelf, good ſooth I do not 
know; I would have lain with thee, with thy conſent, 
and who would not in all theſe Parts, is paſt my Memo- 
ry; Iam ſorry for thee, farewel gentle Maid, God keep 


thee ſafe. [Extt. 


Viol. I thank you Sir, and you; 
Woman, they ſay, was only made of Man, 
Methinks 'tis ſtrange they ſhould be ſo unlike; 
It may be all the beſt was cut away 8 
To make the Woman, and the naught was left 
Behind with him. I'll fit me down and weep, 
All things have caſt me from em but the Earth; 
The Evening comes, and every little Flower 


8 Droops now, as well as1. 


Enter wo Milk-maids with Pails. 
Nan. Good Madge let's reſt a little, by my Troth I 


am weary, this new Pail is a plaguy heavy one, would 
| Ee z Tom 
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Tam were hang d for chuſing it, tis the untoward'ſt 
Fool in a Country. | 
Aladge. With all my Heart, and I thank you too, Nan. 
Viol. What true contented Happineſs dwells here, 
More than in Cities? Wou'd to God my Father 
Had liv'd like one of theſe, and bred me up 
To Mitk, and do as they do; methinks 
Tis 2 Life that I-wou'd chuſe, if I were now 
Totellmy time again, above a Princes; Maids, for Charity 
Give a poor Wench one draught of Milk, 
That Wearineſs and Hunger have nigh famiſh'd. 
Nx. If I had but one Cow's Milk in all the World, you 


| ſhould have ſome on't; there, drink more, the Cheeſe 


ſhall pay for it; alas poor Heart, ſhe's dry. 
Madge. Do you dwell hereabouts? _ 
Viol. No, would I did. 
Nan. Madge, if ſhe does not look like my Couſin Sue 
o' th* Moor- lane, as one thing can look like another 


Madge. Nay, Sue has a hazle Eye, I know Sue well, 


and by your leave, not ſo trim a Body neither, this is a 


Nan. She laces cloſe by the Maſs I warrant you, and 
fo does Sue too. | 

Vol. | thank you for your Gentleneſs, fair Maids. 

Nan, Drink again, pray thee. 

Viol. J am fatisfied, and Heav'n reward thee for't; yet 
thus far I will compel you to accept theſe trifles, Toys only 
that expreſs my thanks, for greater worth I'm ſure they 
have not in them; indeed you ſhall, I found 'em as | 
Came. 3 Lol 

Nam. Madge, look you here, Madge. 

Madge. Nay, I have as fine a one as you, mine's all 
Gold, and painted, and a precious Stone in't; I warrant 
it coſt a Crown, Wench. os 

Nan. But mine is the moſt ſumptuous one, that e'er I 


ſaw. 1 


- Fidl. One favour you muſt do me more, for you are 
well acquainted here. | 
Nan. Indeed we'll do you any kindneſs, Siſter, 


Viol. 


LN 
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Viol. Only to ſend me to ſome honeſt place, where 1 
may find a Service. 

85 Uds me, our Dorothy went away but laſt Week, 
and I know my Miſtreſs wants a Maid, and why may ſhe 
not be plac'd there? This is a likely Wench, I tell you 
truly, and a good Wench I warrant her. 

Madge. And 'tis a hard caſe if we that have ſerv'd four 
Years apiece, cannot bring in one Servant, we willprefer 

Viol. Melvia. | 

| Nan. A feat Name ifaith, and can you milk a Cow ? 
And make a merry-buſh ? That's nothing. 

Viol. I ſhall learn quickly, | 

Man. And dreſs a Houſe with Flowers? And ferve a 
Pig? This you muſt do, for we deal in the Dairy, and 
make a Bed or two? ” 

Viol. 1 hope I ſhall. 

Nan. But be ſure to keep the Men out, they will mar 
all that you make elſe, I know that by my ſelf; tort have 
been ſo touz'd among em in my Days; come you ſnall 
een home with us, and be opr Fellow, our Houte is fo 
honeſt, and we ſerve a very good Woman, and a Gen- 
tlewoman, and we live as merrily, and Dance a good 
Days after Even-ſong: Our Wake ſhall be on Smday 
do you know what a Wake 13? We have mighty checr 
then, and ſuch a Coil, twould bleſs ye; you muſt not be 
baſhful, you'll ſpoil all. 


her; hark you Siſter, pray what's your Name?: 


Madze. Let's home for God's fake, my Miſtreſs thinks 


by this time we are loſt ; come, we'll have a care of you I 
warrant you; but you muſt tell my Miſtreſs where you 


were Born, and every thing that belongs to you, and the 


ſtrangeſt things you can deviſe, for the loves thoſe ex- 

treamly, tis no matter whether they be true or no, ſhe's 

not ſo ſcrupulous; you muſt be our Siſter, and love us 

beſt, and tell us every thing, and when cold Weather 

comes, we'll lye together; will you do this? 
Viol. Yes. 


Nan. Then home again o' God's Name, can you go a 


pace? | 
Viol. I warrant you. Exennt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter TOY and Uberto, ſeverally. 


Ped. OW now, any good News yet? 2 
Sil. Faith not any yet. 
Ped. This comes o tipling; would twere Treaſon and't 


pleaſe God, to drink more than three Draughts at a Meal. 
Sil. When did you ſee Ricardo? 


Ped. I croſt him twice to Day. 


Sl. Vou have heard of a young Wench that was ſeen laſt. 


_ Ped. Yes. 
Sil. Has Richard heatd of this? 


Ped. Yes, and I think he's ridden after; farewel, PI 3 


have another round. 
Sil. If you hear any thing, pray ſpare no Horſe-fleſh, 
T'll do the like. 
Ted. Do. Exeunt. 
Enter Ricardo, and Valerio. 


Ric. Sir, I did think *twas you by all deſcriptions. 
Val. *Tis ſo, 


I took her up indeed, the manner how 
You have heard already, and what ſhe had about her, 
As Jewels, Gold, and other trifling things: 
And what my end was, which becauſe ſhe ſighted, 
I left her there i th' Fields. 
Ric. Left i th? Fields? Could any but a Rogue, 
That had deſpis'd Humanity and Goodneſs, 
Heav'ns Law and Credit, and had ſet bimſelf 
To loſe his nobleſt part, and be a Beaſt, 
Have left ſo innocent unmatch'd a Virtue 
To the rude Mercy of a Wilderneſs? 
Val. Sir, if you come to rail, pray quit my Houſe, 
do not uſe to have ſuch Language given 
Within my Doors to me; for your Wench, 
ou may go ſeck her with more Patience, 
She's tame enough, I warrant . 


Ric. 
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Ric. Pray forgive me. 
I do confeſs my much forgetfulneſs; 
And weigh my Words no farther, I beſeech you, 
Thena mere madneſs, for ſuch'a Grief has ſeiz'd me 
So ſtrong and deadly, as a Puniſhmenr, 
And a juſt one too, 
That *tis a general wonder I am living, 
Than any thing 1 utter; yet let me tell you thus much, 
T was a fault for leaving her 2 
So in the Fields. 
Fal. Sir, I will think ſo now, and credit me, 
You have ſo wrought me with your Grief, that [ 
Do both forgive and pity you: 
And if you'll pleaſe to take a Bed this Night here, 
To Morrow ['ll bring you where I left her. 
| Ric. I thank you ; nNoW ſhall I be ſo unworthy 
To think upon a Bed, or Eaſe, or Comfort, 
And have my Heart ſtray from me, God knows where, 
Cold and forſaken, deſtitute of Friends, e 
And all good Comforts elſe, unleſs ſome Tree 
Whoſe ſpeechleſs Charity muſt better ours, 
With which the bitter Eaſt Winds made their ſport 
And ſung through hourly, hath invited her 
To keep off half a Day? Shall ſhe be thus, 
And I draw in ſoft ſlumbers? God forbid, 
No, Night and bitter Coldneſs, I provoke thee, 
And all the Dews that hang upon thy Locks, . 
Showers, Hails, Snows, F roits, and two-edged Winds that 
The Maiden Bloſſoms, I provoke you all, (prime 
And dare expoſe this Body to your ſharpncſs, 
Till I be made a Land mark. | 
Val. Will you then ſtay and eat with me? 
4M Ric. You're angry with me, 1 know you're angry, 
3 You would not bid me eat elſe; my poor Miſtreſs, 
XK PForought I know thou'rt famiſh'd, for what elſe 
Can the Fields yield thee, and the ſtubborn Seaſon, 
Thar yet holds in the Fruit? Good gentle Sir, 
8 Think not ill Manners in me for denying 
== Your offer'd Meat, for ſure I cannot eat | 
= YWhilcldothink the mo well Tm a Raſcal, 
8 5 


——— — — — 1 — — - — . 
F Fr ͤ EFT Foto tones ns AT 


# - A E — - _ — — 
F. A Ä ] ͤ m ̃³² w 


r 


. 


D 


— 
r // a, EE CA EE ere er ee SIO OO PPP THIF LOA} BY HR or A EAR EI een oa En I I 2 Eg nt II ont * — 
f . — - — =p: 2 2 =. 4 8 


— 22 n 


3276 The COXCOMB. 


A Vilain, Slave, that only was begotten 
To murder Women, and of them the beſt. 
Val. This is a ſtrange Affliction. 
If you'll accept no greater Courteſie, yet drink, Sir. 


Ric. Now ] am ſure you hate me, and you knew 
What kind of Man J am, as indeed tis fit 


That every Man ſhould know me to avoid me. 
If you have Peace within you, Sir, or Goodneſ 
Name that abhoi'd word Drink no more unto me, 
You had ſafer ſtrike me. 
I pray you do not, if you love me do not, 
Pal. Sir, I mean no ill by it. 
Ric. It may be ſo, | 
Nor let me ſee 
None Sir, if you love Heavinz 
You know not what Offence it is unto me, 
Nor good now do not ask me why : 
And I warn you once again, let no Man elſe ſpeak of't, 
I fear your Servants will be prating to me. 
Val. Why Sir, what ail you? 
Ric. J hate Drink, there's the end on't, 
And that Man that drinks with Meat is damn'd, 
Without an age of Prayers and Repentance, 
And there's a hazard too; good Sir, no niore; 
If you will do me a free Courtefic, 
That I ſhall know for one, go take your Horſe, 
And bring me to the place where you leſt her. 
Val. Since you are ſo impertunate, I will; 
But I will wiſh Sir, you had ſtaid ro Night; 
Upon my Credit you ſhall ſee no Drink. 
Ric. Be gone, the hearing of it makes my giddy. 
Sir, will you be intreated to forbcar it, 
I ſhall be mad elſe. 
Val. I pray no more of that, I am quiet, 
Pl but walk in, and away ſtraight. 
ERKRic. Nowl thank you, 
But what yeu do, do in a twinkling, Sir. 
* Pal. As ſoon as may be, [ Exeunt. 


Enter 


Enter Mother, Viola, and two Mild-maids. 

Moth. Is this the Wench you have brought me? ſome 
Catch, I warrant. | ö 
How daringly ſne looks upon the matter? 

Madge. Ves forſooth, this is the Maiden. 

Meth. Come hither, wou'd you ſerve? 

Viol. Tf it ſhall pleaſe you to accept my Service, I 
hope I ſhall do ſomething that ſhall like you, though 
it be but Truth, and often praying for you. 

Moth, You are very curious of your Hand methinks, 
You preſerve it ſo with Gloves, let me ſee it; 

I marry, here's a Hand of March-pane, Wenches, 
This pretty Palm never knew Sorrow yet; 

How ſoft it is I warrant you, and ſupple: _ 

O' my word, this is fitter for a Pocket to filch withal 
Than to work withal; I fear me little one, 


You are no better than you ſhould be; go to. 


Yiol. My Conſcience yet is but one Witneſs to me, 
And that Heav'n knows, is of mine Innocence, 
"Tis true, I muſt confeſs with ſhame enough, 
The time that I have led, yet never taught me 
What twas to break a Sleep, or to be weary. 


Moth. You can ſay well; if you be mine, Wench, 


you muſt do well too, for words are but flow Workers, 


yet ſo much hope I have of you, that PFll take you, ſo 


you'll be diligent, and do your Duty; how now? 
Enter Alexander. 
Alex. There is a Meſſenger come from your Son, 


That brings you word he is return'd from Travel, 
And will be here this Night. T | 

Moth. Now joy upon thee for it, thou art eyer 
A bringer of good Tidings, there, drink that ; 
In troth thou haſt much contented me: My Son? 
Lord how thou haſt pleas'd me, ſhall I ſee my Son 
Yet c'er I die? take care my Houle be handſome, 
And the new Stools ſet out,, and Boughs and Ruſhes, 
And Flowers for the Window, and the Turky Carpet, 
And the great parcel Salt, Nan, with the Cruets, 


= And prethee Alexander go to the Cook, ae 
And bid him ſpare for nothing, my Son's come home; 


Who's 


1 
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Who's come with him? 
Alex. I hear of none yet, but a Gentle woman. 

- Moth. A Gentle woman? what Gentlewoman? 
Alex. I know not, but ſuch a one there is, he ſays. 
Moth. Pray God he have not caſt away himſelf 

Upon ſome Snout-fair piece, I do not like it. 

Alex. No ſure, my Maſter has more Diſcretion: 

"Moth. Well, be it how it will, he ſhall be welcome. 

Sirs to your Tasks, and ſhew this little Novice. 1 

How to beſtir her ſelf, Ill ſort out things. [Exit. 
Madge. We will forſooth, I can tell you, my Miſtreſs 

is a ſtirring Woman. 

Nan. Lord how ſhe'll talk ſometimes? 'tis the maddeſt 
Cricket 5 4p 1 
Viol. Methinks ſhe talks well, and ſhews a great deal 
2 good Huſwivery, pray let me deck the Chambers, 
all I? 5 
Nan. Ves, you ſhall, but do not ſcorn to be advis'd, 

Sifter, for there belongs more to that, than you are a- 

ware on; why ſhould you venture {o fondly upon the 

ſtrowing ? there's mighty matters in them I'll aſſure you, 
and in the ſpreading of a Bough- pot, you may miſs, if 
you were ten Years elder, if you take not a ſpecial care 

before u. 1 
Viol. J will learn willingly, if that be all. 

Nan. Sirrah, where is't they ſay my young Maſter 
© hath been? . bo. —_ 

Madge. Faith I know not, beyond the Sea, where 

they are born without Noſes. Y 

Nan, Bleſs us! without Noſes? how do they do for 

Handkerchiefs ? | | | 

' Magdpe. So Richard ſays, and Sirrah, their Feet ſtand 

in their Foreheads. 8 

Man. That's fine by my Troth, theſe Men have peſti- 

lent running Heads then; do they ſpeak as we do? 

* Madge. No, they never ſpeak. | 
Nan. Are they curſend? | they are. 

Madge. No, they call them Infidels, I know not what 
Men. Sirrah, we ſhall have fine courting now my 
_ young Maſter is come home, were you never courted, 
—_— Pio, 
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Viol. Alas, I know it not. 
Madge. What is that courting, Sirrah ? 
Nan. I can tell, for I was once courted in the mat- 


ted Chamber, you know the Party Madge, faith he cour- 
ted finely. 55 


Madge. Pray thee what ist? - 


Nan. Faith, nothing, but he was ſomewhar figent 


with me, faith *tis fine Sport, this courting. « 
Alex. within. Where be the Maids there? | 
Madge. We ſhall be hang'd anon, away good Wenches, 
and have a care you dight things handiomely, I will 
_ ,ook over you. [ Exenunt. 
1 Enter Mercury and Maria. 
Aer. If your Sorrow will give you ſo far leave, pray 
think your ſelf moſt welcome to this Place, for ſo up- 
on my Life you are, and for your owa fair ſake, take 
truce awhile with theſe immoderate Mournings. 
Mar. I thank you, Sir, I ſhall do what 1 may; 
Pray lead me to a Chamber. 
Enter Mother and Alexander. 
Mer. Preſently, 5 
Before your bleſſing Mother, I intreat ye 
To know this Gentlewoman, and bid her welcome, 
The virtuous Wife of him that was my (elf 


In all my Travels. a Dads 


Moth. Indeed ſhe is moſt welcome, ſoare you Son, 
Now all my Bleſſing on thee, thou haſt made me 
Younger by twenty Years, than I was yeſterday : 
Will you walk in ? what ails this Gentlewoman ? 


Alas, I fear ſhe is not well, good Gentlewoman. 
Mer. You fear right. 


Moth. She has faſted over long, 

You ſhall have Supper preſently o'ch* Board. 

Mer. She will not Eat; I can aſſure you Mother, 
For Gods ſake let your Maid conduct her up 

Into ſome fair becoming Chamber, 

Fit for a Woman of her Being, and 

As ſoon as may be, 

I know ſhe's very ill, and wou'd have Reſt. 

va = Moth. 
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Mor h. There is one ready for her, the blue Chamber- 
Mer. Tis well, I'll lead you to your Chamber Door, 
5 And there I'll leave you to your quiet, Miſtreſs. 
| Mar. I thank you, Sir, good reſt to every one, 
You'll ſee me once again to Night, I hope? [Exi, 
Mer. When you ſhall pleaſe, Pll wait upon you, Lady. 
Moth. Where are theſe Maids? attend upon the Gentle- 
woman, and ſee ſhe want no good thing in the Houſe : 
Goodnight with all my Heart forſooth. Good Lord how 
you are grown, is he not, Alexander ? 
Alex. Yes truly, he's ſhot up finely, God be thanked, 
Mer. An ill Weed, Mother, will do ſo. 
Alex. You ſay true, Sir, an ill Weed grows apace. 
6 Mer. Alexander the ſharp, you take very quickly. 
= Moth. Nay, I can tell you, Alexander will do it, do | 
li you read Madcap ſtill? fl, 
Ales. Sometimes forſooth. 
Moth. But faith Son, what Countries have you tra- 
vera? ; ; 
Mer. W hy many, Mother,as they lay before me, France, 
Spain, Italy and Germany, and other Provinces, that I am 
ſure you are not better'd by, when you hear of them. 
Moth. And can you theſe Tongues perfectly? 
Mer. Of ſome a little, Mother. 
Moth. Pray ſpout ſome French, Son. 
Mer. You underſtand it not, and to your Ears twill 
90 like an unſhod Cart upon the Stones, only a rough 
unhandſome found. | | 
Moth. I would fain hear ſome French. 
Alex, Good Sir, ſpeak ſome French to my Miſtrcſs. 
er. At your intreaty, Alexander, I will, who ſhall ! 
ſpeak to? 1 | 
Alex. If your Worſhip will do me the favour, Sir, to me. 
Mer. Monſieur. Poultron, Coukew, Cullione, Beſay, Man cur. 
Alex. Awe Monſieur. 5 5 | 
Moth. Ha, ha, ha, this is fine indeed, Gcd's bleſſing on 
thy Heart Son, by my troth thou art grown a proper 
Gentleman, cullen and pullen, good God what awke- 
ward words they uſe beyond the Seas ? ha, ha, ha? 
Alex. Did not I anſwer right. | 
Mer, 
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Mer. Ves, good Alexander, if you had done ſo too. 
But good Mother, I am very hungry, and have rid far 
to Day, and am faſting. | : 

Moth. You ſhall have your Supper preſently, my 
ſweet Son. © 

Mer. As ſoon as you pleaſe, which once ended, 

PII go and viſit yon ſick Gentlewoman. 
Moth. Come then. [ Exeun 
Enter Antonio like a Poſt, with a Letter. 

Ant, J have ridden like a Fury, to make up this work, 
and I will do it bravely, cer I leave it; this is the 
Houſe I am ſure. 

Enter Alexander. 
Alex. Who wou'd you ſpeak with, Sir? 

Ant, Marry Sir, I would ſpeak with aGentlewoman, 
came this Night late here from the City, I have ſome 
Letters of Importance to her; I am a Poſt, Sir, and 
would be diſpach'd in haſte. _ | 

Alex. Sir, cannot I deliver *em? for the truth is, 
fhe's ill, and in her Chamber. . 

Ant. Pray pardon me, I muſt needs ſpeak with her, 
my Buſineſs is ſo weighty. 

Alex. I'll tell her ſo, and bring you preſent word. 

Ant. Pray do fo, and l'Il attend her; pray God the 
Grief of my imagined Death ſpoil not whar I intend, 
I hope it will not. pile 

Alex. Though ſhe be very ill, and defires no trouble, 
Yet if your Buſineſs be ſo urgent, you may come up 
and ſpeak with her. 

Ant. I thank you Sir, I follow you. [Exeunt. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. What ſhould this fellow be i'th' Name of Hea- 
v'n, that comes with ſuch poſt Buſineſs? ſure my Huſ- 
band hath reveal'd himſelf, and in this haſte ſent after 
me. Are you the Poſt, my Friend? 

8 Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Ves, forſooth Miſtreſs. 


Poſt ? | 
For I haye woe and grief too much already. 2 
LY ; Ant , 
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Mar. What good News haſt thou brought me, gentle 
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Ant. I would you had leſs, Miſtreſs, I could wiſh it, 
keſhrew my Heart ſhe moves me cruelly. 

Mar. Have I found you once more, Jugler? well 
Jewel, thou haſt only Virtue in thee, of all I read of 
yet; what Ears has this Aſs to betray him with? well, 
what's your Buſineſs then ? 2 

Ant. I have brought a Letter from your Servant, Mi- 
ſtreſs, in haſte. 
Mar. Pray give it me, I hope the beſt ſtill. 

Ant. This is the upſhot, and I know I have hit it, 

Well, if the Spirits of the dead do walk, I ſhall 
Hear more of this one hundred Vears hence. 
By any means you muſt have ſpecial care, for 
now the City is poſſeſt for certain, my Maſter is made 
away, which for ought I know is truth indeed; good 
Miſtreſs leave your Grief, and ſee your Danger, and let 
that wiſe and noble Gentleman with whom you are, be 
your right hand in all things. 

Now do I know I have the better on't, by the 
languiſhing of her Eye at this near inſtant, tis ſtill fim- 
ming in her Blood, in coining ſomewhat to turn Mer- 
cury, I know it. | ah 5 
Mar. He is my Husbaud, and 'tis reaſonable he ſhould 
command in all things, ſince he will be an Als againſt 
the Hair, at his own Peril be it, in the Morn you ſhall 
have a Pacquet, till when I muſt intreat you ſtay, you 
ſhall not loſe by it. 

Ant. I do not doubt it, Miſtreſs; I'll leave you to 
your reſt, and wait your pleaſure. 


Mar. Do, and ſeek out the Gentleman of the Houſe, 


bid him come to me preſently. 
Ant. W ho, Mr. Mercury? 
Mar. Do you know him, Poſt? | 
Ant. Only by ſight forſooth, now I remember your 


Servant will'd me to let you know he is the only Man, 


you and your Fortunes are now to reſt upon. 
Mar, Prethee no more, I know all this already. 
Ant. VI take my leave now, I am made for ever. [ Exe. 


Mar. Good Night, I am provided for you, my fine 


Exit. 
Enter 


Vouth. 
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Enter Mother, beating Viola and Alexander with 
| a broken Glaſs. 


Moth. I'll make thee have more care. 

Viol. Good Miſtreſs pardon me. 

Moth. Thou'lt ne'er be good I warrant thee, can your 
fine Fingers hold no faſter? 

Viol. Indeed it was againſt my will. 

Moth. Alexander, let's ſee the Glaſs, as J am true kir- 
ſome Woman, it is one of the chryſtal Glaſſes my Cou- 
fin ſent me, and the Baggage hath broke it where ir 
cannot be mended; Alexander,can Humphrey mend this, 
think you ? | 

Alex. No truly, this will ne'er be mended. 

Viol. Truly I meant but to waſh it for the Gentlewo- 

man that is ſick above, and ſhaking out the Water, 
knockt it againſt the Pail fide. AS 

Moth. Did you ſo? be ſure VII flop it, 'twill make 
a good gap in your Quarter's Wages, I can tell you. 

Viol. I pray forgive me, and let me have no Wages 
this firſt Quarter. 5 

Moth. Go whimling, and fetch two or three gratin 
Loaves out of the Kitching, to make Ginger-bread of 
tis ſuch an untoward thing. Exit Viola. 

Alex. She's ſomewhat ſimple indeed, ſhe knew not 
what a Kimnel was, the wants good Nurture mightily. ; 
Morb. My Son tells me, Alexander, that this young 
Widow means to ſojourn here, the offers largely for her 
Board, I may offer her good Cheer, prethee make a 

| ſtep th? Morning down to the Parſonage for ſome Pige- 
ons? what are you mad there? What Noiſe is that? are 
you at Bowls within? why do you whine? 
Enter Viola weeping. 
Viol. T have done another fault, I beſeech you ſweet 
Miſtreſs forgive me. | 

Moth. What's the matter? 

Viol. As 1 was reaching for the Bread that lay upon 
the Shelf, I have thrown down the minc'd Meat, that 
ſhould have made the Pies to Morrow. : 

Moth. Get thee outof my Houſe, thou filthy deſtroy- 
ing Harlot, thou, I'll not keep thee an * i 

70l. 
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Viol. Good Miſtreſs, beat me rather for my fault, as 
much as it deſerves, I do not know whither to go. 
Moth. No I warrant thee, out of my Doors. 
Viol. Indeed I'll mend, I pray ſpeak you for me. 
Alex. If thou hadſt hurl'd down any thing but the 
Pie-meat, I would have ſpoke for thee, but I cannot 
find in my Heart now: 3 ap | 
Moth. Art thou here yet? I think I muſt have an Of- 
ficer to thruſt thee out of my Doors, muſt I? 
Viol. Why, you may ſtop this in my Wages too, 
For God's ſake do, Ill find my ſelf this Year; 
And let me ſtay, (thee out of my Doors. 
Aer. Thou't ſpoil ten times as much, I'II Cudgel 
Niol. I am aſſur'd you are more merciſu. 
Than thus to beat me and diſcharge me too. 
Ao h. Doſt thou diſpute with me? Alexander, car- 
ry the prating Hilding forth. cM 
Viol. Good Miſtreſs hear me, I have here a Jewel 
My Mother left me, and 'tis ſomething worth: 
Receive it, and when all my faults together 
Come to the worth of that, then turn me forth, 
Till then I pray you keep me. 8 
Moth. What Giggombob have we here? pray God 
you have not pilfred this ſome where; th'art lach a pu- 
ling thing, wipe your Eyes, and riſe, go your ways; 
Alexander, bid the Cook mince ſome more Meat, come, 
and get you to Bed quickly, that you may up betime 1'th' 
Morning a milking, or you and! ſhall fall out worſe yet. 
Ex. Moth. and Alex. 
Viol. She has hurt my Arm; I am afraid ſhe is a very 
angry Woman, but bleſs him Heay'n that did me the 
moſt wrong, I am afraid Antonios Wife ſhould ſee me, 
ſhe will know me. ; 
Moth. within. Melvia. | FS 
Viol. Jam coming, ſhe's not angry again I hope. [ Exit. 
Enter Mercury. 
Mer. Now what am I the better for enjoy ing 
This Woman that I lov'd ſo? all J find, 
That I before imagined to be happy: 
Now I have done, it turns to nothing elſe 


But a poor, pitied, and a baſe Repentance. Uds- 
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Udsfoot, I am monſtrous angry with my ſelf: 
Why ſhould a Man, that has Diſcourſe and Reaſon, 
And knows how near he loſes all in theſe things, 
Covert to have his Withes ſatisfied ; i 
Which when they are, are nothing but the ſhame. 
do begin to loath this Woman ſtrangely, 
And I think juſtly too, that durſt adventure, 
Flinging away her Modeſty, to take 
A Stranger to her Bed, her Husband's Body 
Being ſcarce cold in the Earth, for her content 
It was no more to take my Senſes with, 
Than if I had an idle Dream in Sleep: 
Let I have made her Promiſes, which grieves me, 
And I muſt keep em too, I think ſhe hunts me: 
The Devil cannot keep theſe Women off, 
When they are fletched once. Y 

Enter Maria in Night Attire, 

Mar. To Bed for God's ſake Sir, why do you ſtay here? 
Some are up i' th' Houſe, I heard the Wife, 

Good dear Swect- heart to Bed. 

Mer. Why, I am going: Why do you follow me? 
You would not have it known I hope, pray get you 
Back to your Chamber, the Door's hard by tor me, 
Let me alone: I warrant you this it is 
To threſh well, I have gota Cuſtomer, 

Will you go to Bed? | 

Mar, Will you? 

Mer. Yes, | am going. — 
Mar. Then remember your Promiſe you made to 
marry me. 

Mer. I will, but it is your fault, that it came 
To this pinch now, that it muſt need remembrance: 
For out of Honeſty I offer'd you 5 
To marry you firſt, why did you ſlack that Offer? 

Mar. Alas I told you the inconvenience of it, 

And what wrong it would appear to the World, 

If I had married in ſuch Poſt-haſte 

After his Death : Beſide, the fooliſh People 

Wou'd have been bold ro have thought we had lain toge- 

ther in his time, and like enough imagin'd 
Vo“. VI.  * 08 | We 
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We two had murther'd him. 
Mer. I love her Tongue yet 
It I were aSaint, | - 
A gilded Saint, and ſuch a thing as this 
Should prate thus wittily and feelingly 
Unto my Holineſs, I cannot tell, 
But I fear ſhrewdiy I ſhould do ſomething, 
That would quite ſcratch me out o' th* Kalender, 
And if I ſtay longer talking with her, 
Though I am mad at what I have done already, 
Yet I ſhall forget my ſelf again; 
T feel the Devil Fo. 
Ready to hold my Stirrop; pray to Bed, good Night. 
Wife. This Kiſs, good Night ſweet Love, 


And Peace go with thee, thou haſt prov'd thy ſelf 


The honeſteft Man that ever was entic'd 

To that ſweet Sin as People pleaſe to call it, 

Of lying with another's Wife; and I, 

I think the honeſteſt Woman without bluſhing, 

That ever lay with another Man. I ſent my Husband 
Into a Cellar, Poſt, fearing, and juſtly, 

He ſhould have known him, which I did not purpoſe 
Till I had had my end. - 


Enter Juſtice and Curio with a Paper, 


Fuſt. B Sir, you have rid hard that you have. 


cur. They that have Buſineſs, mult do fo, | 

take it. „ 

Fuſt. Vou ſay true, when ſet you out, my Friend? 
Cur. About ten a Clock, and I have rid all Night. 
Fuſt. By the Maſs you are tough indeed, I have ſeen the 


Days I would have rid too with the proudeſt of them, and | 


fling dirt in their Faces, and I have don't with this foolith 
Boy, Sir, many a time; but what can laſt always? Tis 
On. | -1 done, 
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done, tis done now, Sir, Age, Care, and Office, bring 
us to our Footcloaths, the more the pity. N 

Cur. I believe that, Sir, but will it pleaſe you to read 
the Buſinels ? | 

Fuſt, My Friend, I can read, and I can tell you when, 

Cur. Would I could too Sir, for my haſte requires it. 

Fuſt. W hence comes it, do you ſay? 

Cur. Sir, from the City. 

Fuſt. Oh from the City, 'tis a reverend Place. 

Cur. And his Juſtice be as ſhort as his Memory, 

A Dudgion Dagger will ſerve him to mow down Sin ; 
What clod-pol: Commiſſioner is this? (withal; 
JFiuſt. And by my Faith, govern'd by worthy Members, 

| Diſcreet and upright. 3 | 

Cur, Sir, they are beholding to you, you have given 
ſome of them a Commendation, they were not worthy 
of this twenty Years. : 

Juſt. Go to, go to, you havea merry meaning, I have 
found you Sir, rfaith, you are a Wag, away, fie now Ill 
read your Letter. 

Cur, Pray do Sir; what a miſery tis 
To have an urgent Buſineſs wait the Juſtice 
Of ſuch an old Tuff-raffata that knows not, 

Nor can be brought to underſtand more Senſe, 

Than how to reſtore ſuppreſt Ale-houſes, 

And have his Man compound {mall Treſpaſles, 

For ten Groats. . 2 

Juſt. Sir, itſeems here your buſineſs is ofa deeper Circum- 
ſtance than l conceiv'd it for; what do you mean, Sir? 

Cur. Tis for mine own caſe, I'llaflure your W orſhip. 

Juſt. It ſhall not be i'faith Friend, here I have it, 

That one Antonio a Gentleman, I take it fo, 
Ves, it is ſo, a Gentleman is lately thought to 

Have been made away, and by my Faith, upon a 
Pearls Ground too, if you conſider; well, there's 
Knavery in't. I ſee that without Spectacles. - 

Cur. Sure this Fellow deals in Revelation, he's ſo hidden, 
Go thy ways, thou wilt ſtick a Bench Spit as formally, 
And ſhew thy Agot, and hatch'd Chain, 

As well as the beſt of chm. 5 
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Juſt. And now I have conſider'd, I believe it. 

cicr. What, Sir? 

Fuſt. That he was murdered. 

Cur, Did you know him? 

Fuſt. No. 

Cur, Nor how it is ſuppos'd. 

Fuſt. No, nor] care not two-pence, thoſe are Toys, and 
yet 1 verily believe he was murdered, as ſure as I believe 
thou art a Man, I never fail'd in theſe things yet, ware 
a Man that's beaten to theſe matters, Experience is a cer- 
tain conceal'd thing that fails not: Pray let me ask you 
one thing, why do you come to me ? 

Cur. Becauſe the Letter is addreſt to you, being the 
neareſt Juſtice. ns LR 

Juſt. The neareſt? Is that alls? | 

Cur. I think it be Sir, I would be loth you ſhould be 
the wiſeſt. 

Juſt. Well Sir, as it is, I will endeavour in it; yet if 
it had come to me by Name, I know not, bur I think it 


round a Wiſdom, ay, and as happily, but that's all one: | 
bave born this Place this thirty Years, and upwards, and 
with ſufficient Credit, and they may when they pleaſe 
know me better; to the neareſt? Well. 

Cur, Sir, it is not my fault, for had I known you 
ſoo ner | 

Fauſt. I thank you Sir, I know it. 3 

Gur. I'llbe ſworn you ſhould have plaid for any buſineſs 
now. ” | 

Juſt. And further, they have ſpecified unto me, his 
Wife is ſorely ſuſpected in this matter, as a main 
Cauſe. | | 

Crr. I think ſhe be Sir, for no other Cauſe can be yet 
found. | | 


Fuſt, And one Mercury a Traveller, with whom they 


Cur. I knew all this before. | ; 
Juſt. Well Sir, this Mercury 1 know, and his breeding, - 
in coming hither, 
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Cur. Then you know where to have him, Sir? 
Fuſt. 1 do Sir, he dwells near me. 
Cur. I doubt your Worſhip dwells near a Knave then. 
Juſt. I think fo, pray put on: But 'tis a wonder 
To ſee how graceleſs People are now given, 
And how baſe Virtue is accounted with them 
That ſhould be all in all, as ſays a wiſe Man. 

I tell you Sir, and it is true, that there have been ſa-h 
Murthers, and of late Days, as *rwould make your very 
Heart bleed in you, and ſome of them as I ſhall be enabled, 

I will tell you, it fell out of late Days. 

Cur. It may be ſo, but will it pleaſe you to proceed 

Fuft. An honeſt Weaver, and as good a Workman as 
eer ſhot Shuttle, and as cloſe, but every Man mult dic; this 
honeſt Weaver being a little mellow in his Ale, that was 
the Evidence verbatim, Sir, God bleſs the Mark, {; rung 
his Neck juſt in this place; well Jarvis, thou hadit 
Wrongs, and if I live ſome of the belt thall ſweat for t; 
then a Wench — 

Cur. But Sir, you have forgot my Buſineſs. 
; Juſt. A ſober pretty Maid about ſ:venteen they ſay, 
certainly, however 'tis ſhuffled, ſhe burſt her ſelf, and 
; Welly, ik it beſo, with Furmety at a Churching, but ! 
think the Devil had another Agent in't; either of which, 
if I can catch, ſhall ſtretch for't. 

Cur, This is a mad Juſtice that will hang the Devil; 
but 1 would you would be ſhort in this, before that other 
Notice can be given. | | 

Juſt. Sir, I will do diſcreetly what is fitting; what, 
Antonio ©... 

Ant. within. Your Worſhip. : 

Juſt. Put on your beſt Coat, and let your Fellow Mark 

go to the Conſtable, and bid him aid me with all the 

ſpeed he can, and all the Power, and provide Pen and 

Ink to take their Confeſſions, and my long Sword: I 

cannot tell what Danger we may meet with; you'll go 
with us? | | 

Cur. Yes, what elſe? I came to that end to accute both 
Parties. | 
| „ 
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'Fuſt. May I crave what you are? 
Cur. Faith Sir, one that to be known would not profit 
you, more than a near Kinſman of the dead Antonio's. 
Juſt. Tis well, Jam ſorry for my Neighbour, truly that 
he had no more grace, 'twill kill his Mother; ſhe's a good 
old Woman, will you walk in? I'll but put my Cloak on, 
and my Chain off, and a clcan Band, and have my Shoes 
blackt over, and ſhift my Jerkin, and we'll to our buſineſs, 
and you ſhall ſee how 1 can bolt theſe matters. 
Cur. As foon as't pleaſe you, Sir. Exit. 
5 Enter Valerio, and Ricardo. 
Val. This is the place; here did I leave the Maid 
Alone laſt Night, drying her tender Eyes, 
Uncertain what to do, and yet deſirous 
To have me gone. 
Ric. How rude are all we Men, 
That take the name of Civil to our ſelves? 
If ſhe had ſer her Foot upon an Earth 
W here People live that we call barbarous; 
Though they had had no Houſe to bring her to, 
They would have ſpoil'd the Glory thar the Spring 
Has deckt the Trees in, and with wiliing Hands 
Have torn their Branches down, and every Man 
Would have become a Builder for her ſake. 5 
What time left you her there? ; 
Fal.l left her, when the Sun had fo much to ſet, 
As he is now got from his place of riſe. 
Ric. So near the Night ſhe could not wander far; 
Fair Vola N LT 8 
Val. It is in vain to call, ſne ſought a Houſe 
Without all queſtion. 
Ric. Peace, fair Viola! 
Fair Viola! Who would have left her her 8 
On ſuch a Ground? If you had meant to loſe her, 
You might have found there were no Ecchoes here 
To take her Name, and carry it about, 
When her true Lover came to Mourn for her, 
Till all the neighbouring Valleys and the Hills, 
Reſounded Fiaſs, — 2 eD 
And ſuch a Place 
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vou ſhould have choſe — — 
Tou pity us becauſe 
E The Dew a little wets our Feet, 
E Unworthy far to ſeek her in the wet; 
And what becomes of her? where wandred ſhe, 
E With two ſhowers raining on her, from her Eyes 
& Continually, abundantly,* from which 
&@ There's neither Tree nor Houſe to ſhelter her? 
Will you go with me to Travel? 
Pal. Whither? 
Ric. Over all the World. 
= Pal, Noby my Faith, Fl make a ſhorter Jourr.ey 
When I do travel. 
Ric. Bur there's no hope 
To gain my end in any ſhorter way. 
Val. Why, what's your end? 
Ric, It is to ſearch the Earth, | 
Till we have found two in the ſhapes of Men, 
As wicked as our ſelves. . 
Val. Twere not fo hard to find out thoſe. 
= Kc, Why, if we find them our, 
lt were the better, for what brave Villany 
Might we four do? We would not keep together, 
For every one has Treachery enough | 
For twenty Countries; one ſhould troubl- Ada, 
Another ſhould ſow ſtrife in Africa; 
But you ſhould play the Enave, at home in Europe, 
And for America let me alone. ; 
Val. Sir, I am honeſter, 
Than you know how to be, and can no moie 
Be wrong'd, but I ſhall find my ſelf aright. 
Ric. If you had any ſpark of Honeſty, 
You would not think that honeſter than I, 
Were a Praiſe high enough to ſerve your tyra: 
If Men were commonly to bad as I, 
Thieves would be put in Kalenders for Saints; 
And Bones of Murderers would work Miracles. 
am a kind of Knave, of Knave ſo much 
There is betwixt me, and the vileſt elſe 
But the next place of all to mine is yours. 
ö 8 Euter 
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Enter two Milk-maids and Viola with Pails. 
Val. Thar laſt is ſhe, tis ſhe. 3 
Ric. Let us away, we ihall infect her, let her have 
the Wind, ; 
And we will knee] down here. 
Viol. Wenches away, for here are Men 
Val. Fair Maid, I pray you ſtay. 
Viol. Alas, again? (her go, 
Ric. Why do youlay hold on her? I pray heartily ler 
Val. with all my Heart, 1 do not mean to hurt her. 
Ric. But ſtand away then, for the pureſt Bodies 
Will ſooneſt take Infection, ſtand away, 
But for infecting her my ſelf, by Heav'n, 
I would come there, and beat thee further off. 
Viol. I know that Voice and Face. 
Val. Vou are finely mad, goodbwy Sir, now you are here 
together, I'll leave you ſo, God ſend you good luck, both; 
when you are ſoberer, you'll give me thanks. [ Exit, 
Madge. Wilt thou go Milk? Come. 
Nan. Why doſt not come? 
Madge. She nods, the's aſleep. 
Aan. What, wert up ſo early? _ 
Madge. I think yon Man's mad to kneel there, nay come 
come away, uds Body, Nan, help, ſhe looks black i' th 
Face, ſhe's in a found. (man. 
Nan. And you be a Man, come hither, and help a W o- 
Ric. Come hither? You are a Foo. 
Nan. And you a Knave and a Beaſt, that you are. 
Ric. Come hither, twas my being now ſo near 
That made her ſwound, and you are wicked People, 
Or you wou'd do fo too; my Venom Eyes 
Strike Innocency dead at ſuch a diſtance, 
Here Il kneel, for this is out of diſtance. 
Nan. Thou'rt a prating Aſs, there's no Goodneſs in thee, . 
I warrant, how doſt thou? | | | 
Vio. Why? Well. 
Maize. Art thou able to go? Y 
Viol. No, pray go you and milk, if I be able to come 
Fill follow you, if not, I'll fit here | 
Jill you come back. 
— 2 5 Nan. 
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Nan. I am loth to leave thee here with yon wild Fool. 


Viol. 1 know him well, I warrant thee he will not 
hurt me. 


Madge. Come then, Nan. [ Exeunt Maids. 

Ric. How do you? be not fearful, for I hold my Hands 
Before my Mouth, and ſpeak, and ſo 
My Breath can never blaſt you. | 

Viol. Twas enough to uſe me ill, though you had 
neyer ſought me to mock me, why kneel you ſo far off, 
were not that Geſture better us'd in Prayer? had I dealt 
ſo with you, I ſhould not ſleep, till Heav'n and you 


= had both forgiven me. 


Ric. I do not mock,” nor lives there ſuch a Villain 
That can do any thing contemptible | 
To you; bur I do kneel, becauſe it is 
An Action very fit and reverent, 
In preſence of ſo pure a Creaturc, 
And ſo far off, as fearful to offend 
One too much wrong' d already. 
Viol. You confeſs you did the fault, yet ſcorn to come 
So far as hither, to ask Pardon fort; 
Which I could willingly afford to come 
To you, to grant; good Sir, if you have 
A better Love, may you be bleſt together, 
She ſhall not wiſh you better than | will. 
I but offend you, there are all the Jewels 
I ſtole, and all the Love I ever had, 
I leave behind with you, I'll carry none 


To give another; way the next Maid you try 


Love you no worſe, nor be no worſe than J. 


Ric. Do not leave me yet for all my fault, 
Search out the next things to impoſſible, 
And put me on them, when they are effected, 
T may with better Modeſty receive 
Forgiveneſs from you. _ 

Viol. } will ſet no Penance, 
To gain the great Forgiveneſs you deſire, 
But to come hither and take me and it; 
Or elſe Pll come and beg, ſo you will grant, 
That you will be content to be forgiven, 


Ric. 


— 


3294 The COX COM B. 
Ric. Nay, I will come ſince you'll have it ſo, 

And fince you pleaſe to pardon me I hope 

Free from Infection, here J am by you; 

A careleſs Man, a breaker of my Faith, 

A lothſome Drunkard; and in that wild Fury, 


A hunter after Whores; I do beſeech you, 
To pardon all theſe Faults, and take me up 


An honeſt, ſober, and a faithful Man. 


Viol. For Heav'ns ſake, urge your Faults no more, 
All the Forgiveneſs I can make you, is, (but mend; 
To love you, which I will do, and deſire 5 
Nothing but Love again, which if I have not 


Yet I will love you ſtill. | Sz 
Ric. Oh Women, that ſome one of you will take 


An everlaſting Pen into your Hands, 


And grave in Paper, which the writ ſhall make 
More laſting than the marble Monuments, 
Your matchleſs Virtues to Poſterities; 
Which the defective race of envious Man 


| Strive to conceal. 


Viol. Methinks I would not now for any thing, 
But you had miſt me, I have made a ſtory 


Will ſerve to waſte many a Winter's fire, 


When we are old, Þ Il tell my Daughters then, 

The Miſeries their Mother had in love; 

And ſay, my Girls be wiſer, yet I would not 

Have had more Wit my ſelf. Take up thoſe Jewels, 

For I think I hear my Fellows coming, : 

Enter the Milk-maids with their Pails. 

Madge. How doſt thou now? (home? 
Viol. Why, very well I thank you, tis late, ſhall I haſte 
Nan. I prethee we ſhall be ſnent ſoundly. 
Madge. Why docs that railing Man go with us ? 
Viol. I prethree ſpeak well of him, on my word 

He's an honeſt Man. 5 


Men. There was never any fo on's Complexion, a 


Gentleman? 3 
a be aſham'd to have ſuch a foul Mouth, [LEExeunt. 
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Enter Mother, Alexander, Andrugio, and his Man 
| Rowland. A | 
Moth. How now Alexander, what Gentleman is this? 
Alex. Indeed forſooth I know not, I found him at 
the Market full of woe, crying a loſt Daughter, and 
telling all her Tokens to the People, and what you wot ? 
by all Subſcription in the World, it ſhould be our new 
Maid Melvia, one would little think it, therefore I was 
bold to tell him of her, Miſtreſs, | | 
Moth. Melvia? It cannot be, Fool, alas you know ſhe 
is a poor Wench, and I took her in upon mere Charity. 
1 And. So ſeem'd my Daughter when ſhe went away, 
as ſhe had made her ſelf. Ng 
= Moth. What Stature was your Child of, Sir? 
5 Aud. Not high, and of a brown Complexion, 
= Her Hair aborn, a round Face, which ſome Friends 
E that flattered me, would ſay *rwou'd be a good one. 
Alex. This is ſtill Melvia, Miſtreſs, that's the Truth 
on't. | h 
Moth. It may be ſo, Ill promiſe you. . 
Alex. Well, go thy ways, the flower of our Town, 
for a Hand and a Foot, I ſhall never ſee thy Fellow. 
Moth. But had ſhe not ſuch Toys,as Bracelets, Rings, 
and Jewels? 4 
And. she was ſomething bold indeed, to take ſuch 
things that Night ſhe left me. 
Mtb. Then belike ſhe run away? 
And. Though ſhe be one I love, I dare not lye, ſhe 
did indeed. 19 
Moth. What think you of this Jewel? 
And. Ves, this was one of them, and this was mine, 
you have made me a new Man, I thank you for it. | 
Moth. Nay, and ſhe be given to filching, there is 
your Jewel, | am clear on't: but by your Idave, Sir, 
| you ſhall anſwer me for what is loſt ſince ſhe came hi- 
ther, I can tell you, there lye things ſcattering in every 


Place about the Houſe. 15 
Alex. As J am virtuous, I have the lyingſt old Gen- 
tlewoman to my Miſtreſs, and the moſt malicious, the 
Devil a good word will ſhe give a Servant, that's r 
13 133 53 os ” X18 . „„ 4 0 


—_—— 
5 => 


= = = => - 1 — r 1 
= err == — 2 PEE = Y Ie) CN: = = — — — 
n — = — = e LT PR 8 — — — — 8 
- 7 > — - . _ = 
8 ; —— >, ew —— we” - N l m4 8 CITED K —_— 
_ 2 , tea oe fro . » 4 won YR 2 2 — be l 4 — — — — — — 
= * . * 2 —— — — — — — — — 
— > en — — — — 
— — — - a — 
1 — - — VELSLS = nets _ - - — a 
” —— — 
* — 4 - 

75 


— — 


—— —- 


2296 The COX COM B. 


old Rule; and God be thanked, they'll give her as few, 
there is perfect love on both Sides, it yearns my Heart 
to ſee the Wench miſconſtrued, a careful Soul ſhe is, 
Il be ſworn for her, and when ſhe's gone, let them ſay 
what they will, they may caſt their Caps at ſuch another. 
And. What you have loſt by her, with all my Hcart 
I'll ſee you double paid for; you have ſav'd, 
With your kind Pity, two that muſt not live 
Unleſs it be to thank you; take this Jewel, 
This ſtrikes off none of her Offences, Miſtreſs, 
Would 1 might ſee her. E 
Moth. Alexander, run, and bid her make haſte home, 
ſhe's at the milking Cloſe; bur tell her not by any means 
who's here, I know ſhe']l be too fearful. 
Alex. Well, we'll have a Poſſet yer at parting, that's my 
Comfort, and one round, or elſe I'll loſe my Will. [ Exit. 
And. Y ou ſhall find dil vio, Werto and Pedro enquiring 
for the Wench at the next Town, tell them ſhe 1s 
found, and where I am, and with the favour of this 
Gentlewoman, deſire them to come hither. 
Moth. I pray do, they ſhall be all welcome. Exit Ser. 
Enter Juſtice, Curio, and Mark. | 
Juſt. By your leave Forſooth, you ſhall ſee me find the 
Parties by a flight. | | 
Moth. Who's that, Mr. Juſtice? how do you, Sir? 
Fuſt. Why, very well, and buſie, where's your Son? 
Moth. He's within, Sir. | 
Juſt. Hum, and how does the young Woman my Cou- 
ſin, that came down with him. N 
Moth. She's above, as a Woman in her caſe may be. 
Fuſt. Y ou have confeſt it? then Sirrah call in the Of- 
ficersz ſhe's no Couſin of mine; a mere trick to diſcover 
Moth. To diſcover? what? 
1 Enter Mark and Officers. | 
Juſt. You ſhall know that anon; I think I have over- 
reached you; oh welcome, enter the Houſe, and by Ver- 
tue of my Warrant which you have there, ſcize upon 
the Bodily Perſons of thoſe Names are there written, to 
Wit, one Mercury, and the Wife of one Antonia, 1 
7 F 9 
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. Moth. For what? 
 Fuſt. Away ſay, 
This Gentleman ſhall certifie you for what. [Ex. Officer. 


Moth. He can accuſe my Son of nothing, he came 


from Travel but within theſe two Days? 
Fuſt. There hangs a Tale. 
Moth. I ſhould be ſorry this ſhould fall out at any 


time, but eſpecially now, Sir; will you favour me ſo 


much, as to let me know of what you accuſe him? 
Cur. Upon Suſpicion of Murther. 
Moth. Murther ? 1 defie thee. 


Cur. I pray God he may prove himſelf innocent. 


Juſt. Fie, ſay not ſo, you ſhew your {elf to be no 
good Common-wealths Man; for the more are hang'd, 


the better tis for the Common- wealth. 
Moth. By this Rule you were beſt hang your ſelf. 


Fuſt. 1 forgive your honeſt Mirth ever: Oh welcome, 
welcome Mark. 


Enter Mark and Officers, with Mercury and Maria, 

Your Pen, Ink, and Paper, to take their Examinati- 
ons. 

Mer. Why do you pull me fo? I'll go alone. 

Fuſt. Let them ſtand, let them ſtand quietly, whilſt 
they are examin'd. LS 

Mar, W hat will you examine us of? 

Fuſt. Of Antonio's Murther. 

Mer. Why, he was my Friend. 

Mar. He was my Husband. 


Juſt. The more ſhame for you both; Mark, your 
Pen and Ink. 5 


Moth. Pray God all be well, I never knew any of 


theſe Travellers come to good; I beſeech you, Sir, be 
favourable to my Son. | . 
Juſt. Gentlewoman, hold you content, I would it 
were come to that? N 
Mer. For God's ſake Mother, why kneel you to ſuch a 
Pig-brib'd fellow? he has ſurfeited of Geeſe, and they 


have put him into a fit of Juſtice, let him do his worſt. 


Fuſt. ls your Paper ready? 
Mark, I am ready, Sir. 


0 


Enter 
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Enter Antonio. 

uſt. Accuſe them, Sir, I command thee! to lay down 
. Accuſations againſt theſe Perſons, in behalf of the State, 
and firſt look upon the on to be accus'd, and deli- 
ver your Name 

Cur. My Name is Curio, my murthered Kinſman, 

If he were living-now, I ſhould not know him, 
»Tis fo long ſince we ſaw one another. 

Ant. My Couſin Curio? 

Cur. But thus much from the Mouths of his Servants, 
and others, whoſe Examinations I have in writing about 
me, I can accule them of; this Mercury, the laſt Night, 
but this laſt, lay in Antonio's Houſe, and in the Night 
he roſe, raiſing Antonio, where privately they were in 
talk an Hour, to what end | know not; but of likely- 
hood, finding Anronio's Houſe not a fir Place to murder 
him in, he ſuffered him to go to Bed again, but in the 
Morning early he train'd him I think forth, after 
which time he never ſaw his home ; his Cloaths were 
found near the Place where Mercury was, and the People 
at firſt denyed they ſaw him; but at laſt he made a fri- 
volous Tale, that there he ſhifted him into a Foot man's 
Habit; but in ſhort, the next hour this Woman went 
to Mercury and in her Coach they poſted hither; true 
9 I have no more, and I will make none. 

No more? we need no more: Sirrah, be draw- 
ing their Mittimus before we hear their Anſwer. What 
ſay you, Sir? are you guilty of this Murther ? 

Mer. No, Sir. 

Juſt. Whether you are or no, contels, it will be the 
better for you. 

Mer. If I were guilty, your Rhetorick could not 
fetch it forth; but though I am innocent, 1 confeſs, 
that if I were a Stander- by, theſe Circumſtances urg'd, 
which are true, would make me doubtleſs believe the 
accuſed Parties to be guilty. — 

Feſt. Write down, that he being a Stander-by, for ſo 
you lee he is, doth doubtleſly believe the accuſed Parties, 
which 1s himſelf, to be guilty. 

Mer, 


Mer. I ſay no ſuch thing. Fg 

Juſt. Write it down I ſay, we'll try that. 

Mer. I care not what you write, pray God you did not 
kill him for my Love, though I am free from this, we 
both deſerve— — . 

Mer. Govern your To gue I pray you, all is well, 
my Husband lives, I know 1t, and I ſee him. | 

Juſt, They whiſper, ſever them quickly I ſay, Offi- 
cers, why do you let them prompt one another? Gentile- 

woman, what fay you to this, are not you guilty? 

Mar. No, as I hope for Mercy. 
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Zuſt. But are not thoſe Circumſtances true, that this 
Gentleman hath ſo ſhortly and methodically deliver'd? 

Mar. They are, and what you do with me, I care not, 
Since he is dead, in whom was all my care: 
You knew him not. © | 

Juſt. No, an't been better for you too, and you had 
never been known him. 

Mar. Why then you did not know the Worlds chief Joy, 
His face ſo Manly as it had been made 
To fright the World, yet he fo ſweetly temper'd, 

That he would make himſelf a natural Fool, 

Jo do a noble kindneſs for a Friend. i 
He was a Man whoſe Name I'll not out-live, 
Longer than Heav'n, whoſe Will muſt be obey'd, 
Will have me do. | 
Ant. And J will quit thy Kindneſs. 

Fuſt. Before me, ſhe has made the Tears ſtand in mine 
Eyes, but I muſt be auſtere: Gentlewoman, you muſt 
confeſs this Murder. | 5 
Mar. I cannot, Sir, I did it not, but ] defire to fee 
thoſe Examinations which this Gentleman acknowledges 


Leters from the City, yet I heard of no Confeſſion, then. 
Juſt. You ſhall ſce them time enough I warrant you, 

but Letters you ſay you had, where are thoſe Letters? 
Mar. Sir, they are gone. 
7nſt. Gone? whither are they gone? 

How have you diſpos'd of em? 


to have about him, for but late laſt Night I receiv'd 


Mar, 
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Mar. Why, Sir, they are for Womens matters, and 
ſo J uſe 'em. 

Juſt. Who writ 'em? 

Mar. A Man of mine. 

Who brought em? 

2 A Poſt. x 

Juſt. A Poſt? there is ſome great haſte ſure, _, 
where is that Poſt ? 

Mar. Sir, there he ſtands. 

Fuſt. Does he ſo? bring hither that Poſt, I am afraid 
that Poſt will prove a Knave; come hither Poſl, what? 
what can you ſay concerning the Murder of Antonio? 
Ant. What's that to you? 

Juſt. Oh Poſt, you have no Anſwer ready, have you? 
I'll have one from you. 

Ant. You ſhall have no more from me than you have, 
you examine an honeft Gentleman and Gentlewoman 
here, tis pity ſuch F ools as you ſhould be i'th' Com- 
miſhon. 

Fuſt. Say you ſo Poſt, take away that Poſt, whip him 
and bring him again quickly, I'll hamper you Poſt. 

Mer. Tis Antonio, I know him now as well ; what 
an " Fool is this? 

Ant. Whip me? hold off. 

Mar. Oh good Sir, whip him, by his murmuring he 
ſhould know ſomething of my Husband's Death, that 
may quit me; for God's ſake Ferch't . 

Juft. Whip him I fay. 

Ant. Who is't dares whip me now? 

Mar. Oh my lov'd Husband. 

Mer. My moſt worthy Friend? where have you been 

fo long? 
Ait. I cannot ſpeak for Joy. 
ft. Why, what's the matter now, and ſhall not 
Law then have her Courſe? 

And. It ſhall have no other Courſe than it bas, l think. 

Juſt. It ſhall have other Courſe before I go, or Ill 
beat my Brains, and I ſay it was not honeſtly done of 
him to diſcover himſelf, before the Parties accus'd were 
executed, 
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executed, that Law might have had her Courſe, for then 
the Kingdom flouriſhes. | 

Ant. But ſuch a Wife as thou, had never any Man, and 
ſuch a Friend as he, believe me Wife, ſhall never be; 
good 1 love my Friend, Friend love my Wife, hark 
Friend. 

Juſt. Mark, if we can have nothing to do, you ſhall Þ 
ſwear the Peace of ſomebody. (|| 

Mark. Yes, Sir. . 2 | 1 

Ant. By my Troth I am ſorry my Wife is ſo obſtinate, K 
_ if J could yet do thee any good, I wou'd, faith I = 
woud. 5 8 A 

Mer. I thank you Sir, I have loſt that Paſſion. 

Ant. Couſin Curio, you and I muſt be better acquainted. 

Cur, It is my With, Sir. 

Ant. I ſhould not have known you neither, tis ſo long 
ſince we ſaw, we were but Children then, but you have 
ſhew'd your ſelf an honeſt Man to me. f 

cur. 1 would be ever fo. 
Euter Ricardo and Viola. 

Moth. Look you, who's there? | 

Ant. Say nothing to me, for thy Peace is made, 

Ric. Sir, I can nothing ſay, 

But that you are her Father, you can both 
Not only pardon, when you have a Wrong, 
But love where you have moſt Injury. 1 

Fuſt. I think I ſhall hear of no hanging this Vear; 
there's a Tinker and a Whore yet, the Cryer ſaid, that 
1 ow fy her, and are in Priſon, I hope they ſhall be 
hang d. jp 
Ant. No, truly Sir, they have broke Priſon. i! 
Juſt. *Tis no matter, then the Jaylor ſhall be hang d. 1 


Ant. Vou are deceiv'd in that too, Sir, twas known 
to be againſt his Will, and he hath got his Pardon, I 
4 Lak for nothing, but if it doth coſt him any thing, 
In it. . IS 


ll p 
J 


pa | 
uſt Mark, up with your Papers, away: 
Mer. Oh you ſhall ſtay Dinner, I have a Couple of 
brawling Neighbours, that I'll aſſure you will not agree, 5 
and you ſhall have the hearing of their Matter. 5 
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Fuſt. With all my Heart. 
Mer. Go, Gentlemen, go in. 
Ric. Oh Viola, that no ſucceeding Age 
Might loſe the Memory of what thou wert; : 
But ſuch an overſwayed Sex is yours, 
That all the virtuous Actions you can do, 
Are but as Men will call them; and I ſwear, 
*Tis my Belief, that Women want but ways þ 
To praiſe their Deeds, but Men want Deeds to praiſe, 8 © 
EY [ Exeunt Omnes. WW 


_ 
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18 IS ended, but my Hopes and Fears begin, 
L Nor can it be imputed as a Sin 

In me to wiſh it Favour; if this Night 

To the Judicious it hath giv'n Delight, 

I bave my Ends; and may ſuch, for their Grace 

Vouchſaf d to this, find theirs in every Place. 
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' Maſter of the Ship, an honeſt merry Man. 


Morillat, a ſhallow-brain'd Gentleman. * 


Raimond, Brother ro Aminta. 


Sailors. 


Juletta, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Lbert a French Pirate, in Love with Aminta. 


. Tibalt du Pont, 4. merry Gentleman, TIONS 10 
Albert. 


Lamure, an Uſuring Merchant. 
Franville, a Yain-glorious Gallant. 


x oatſwain, an honeſt Man. 

Sebaſtian; 4 noble Gentleman of Portogal, She n 70 
Roſellia. 

Nicuſa, Nephew to Sebaſtian; both caſt upon a Deſart 
Hand. 


Surgeon, 


WOMEN. 


n Mi refs to Albert, a noble French Virgin. 
Roſellia, Governeſs of the Amazonian Portugals. 
Clarinda, Daughter to Roſellia, in Love with | Albert. 


Hippolita, q Three Ladies, Members of the Female Come 
Crocale, @ ,on-wealth. 


. The SCEN E, Firſt at Sea, then in the 
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ri SCENE YL 
A Tempeſt, Thunder and Lightning, A 
Enter Maſter and two Sailors. 


MASTER. 


A her aloof, the Sea grows dangerous, 
How it ſpits againſt the Clouds, how it 


Capers, 
And how the ieryElementfn ghts it back: 
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I ſaw a Dolphin hang i'th Hornso'th'Moon 
Shot from a Wave; hey day, hey day, . 
How ſhe kicks and yerks? _ 
Down with the Main Maſt, lay her at Hull, 
Farle up all her Linnens, and let her ride it out. 

1 Sail. She'll never brook it, Maſter ; 
She's ſo deep laden that ſhe'll bulge. 

Maſt. Hang her. 


Can ſhe not buffet with a Storm alittle? 


How it toſſes her, ſhe reels like a Drunkard. 
2 Sail. We have diſcover'd the Land, Sir, 
Pray let's make in; ſhe's ſo Drunk elle, 

She may chance to caſt upall her Lading. 
1 Sail. Stand in, ſtand in, we are all loſt elſe, loft 
and periſh'd. 1 

Maſt. Steer her a Star-board there. 


There be Devils dancing in the Air Ithink; 


5 1 ons 2 Sail. 
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2 Sail. Bear in with all the Sail we can, ſee Maſter 
See, what a clap of Thunder there is, 
What a face of Heav'n, how dreadfully it looks? 
Maſt. Thou Raſcal, thou fearful Rogue, thou haſt been 
I ſee't in thy Face, thou haſt been mumbling, (Praying; 
When we are ſplit, you Slave; is this a time, 
To diſcourage our Friends with your cold Orizons? 
Call up the Boatſwain; how it ſtorms holla. 
Boatſ. What ſhall we do, Maſter? 
Caſt over all her Lading? She will not ſwim 
An hour elſe. ] 
Enter Albert, Franville, Lamure, Tibalt du Pont, 
and Morillat. 
MMaſt. The Storm is loud, 
We cannot hear one another; 
What's the Coaſt? W 
Boatſ. We know not ye, ſhall we make in? 
Alb. What comfort, Sailors ? 
IT never ſaw, ſince I have known the Sea, 


(Which has been this twenty Years) ſo rude a Tempeſt: 


In what State are we? 
Maſt. Dangerous enough Captain, 
We have ſprung five Leaks, and no little ones; 
Still rage; beſides, her Ribs are open, 
Her Rudder almoſt ſpent; prepare your ſelves, 
And have good Courages, Death comes bur once, 
And let him come 1nall his Frights. 
Alb. Is't not poflible, 
To make in to th* Land? Tis here before us. 
Mor. Here hard by, Sir. 
Maſt. Death is nearer, Gentlemen. 
Yet do not cry, let's die like Men. 
Tiib. Shall's hoiſe the Boat out, | 
And go all at one caſt ? The more the merrier. 
3 Enter Aminta. 
Maſt. You are too haſty Monſieur, 
Do ye long tobe 1'th'Piſh+market before your time? 
Hold her up there. | 
Amin. Oh miſerable Fortune, 
Nothing but Horror ſounding in mine Ears, 


N 
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No minute to promiſe to my frighted Soul, 
Tib, Peace Woman, 
We ha Storms enough already; no more howling. 
Amin. Gentle Maſter. 
„ Clap this Woman under Hatches. 
bez ſpeak mildly to her. 
= Can no help? 
Maſt. None, that I know. 
Amin. No Promiſe from your Goodneſs. 
Maſt. Am Ja God? For Heav'ns ſake ſtow this Wo- 
Tib. Go, take your gilt Prayer-Book, (man; 
And to your Buſineſs; wink and die, 
There's an old Haddock ſtays for ye. 
Amin. Muſt I die here in all the Frights and e 
The thouſand ſeveral Shapes Death triumphs inf 
No Friend to counſel me? 
Alb. Have Peace, ſweet Miſtreſs. 
Amin. No Kindreds Tears upon me? Oh! My Country? 
No gentle Hand to cloſe mine Eyes? 
Alb. Be comforted, Heav'n has the ſame 
Power ſtill, and the ſame Mercy. 
Amin. Oh, that Wave will deyour me. 
Maſt. Carry her down, Captain, 
Or by theſe Hands I'll give no more direction, 
Let the Ship ſink or ſwim ; we ha ne'er better luck, 
When we ha ſuch ſtowage 3 as theſe Trinkers with us; 
Theſe ſweet Sin-breeders, how can Heav'n ſinile on uz, 
When ſuch a burthen of Iniquity | 
Lies tumbling like a Potion in our Ship's Belly? [ Exzz. 
Tib, Away with her, and if ſhe have a Prayer, 

That's fit for ſuch an Hour, let her ſay't quickly, : 
And ſeriouſly. Exit. 
Alb. Come, I ſec it clear, Lady, come in, 8 

And take ſome comfort. I'll ſtay with ye. 
Amin. Where ſnould I ſtay? To what end ſhould | hope, 
Am not Icircled round with Miſery ? 
Confuſions in their full heights dwell about me: 
Oh Monſieur Albert, how am bound to curſe ye, 
If Curſes could redeem me? How to hate ye? 
You forc'd me from 17 quiet, from my Friends; 


G 4 Even 
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Even from their Arms, that were as dear to me, 
As Day- light is, or Comfort to the wretched; 
You forc'd my Friends from their peaceful Reſt, 
Some your relentleſs Sword gave their laſt Groans z 
Would I had there been numbred, 7. 
And to Fortune's never ſatisfied Aflitions 
Ye turn'd my Brother; and thoſe few Friends I'd left, 
Like deſperate Creatures, to their own Fears 
And the World's ſtubborn Pities: Oh mercilels ! 
Alb. Sweet Miſtreſs. gre 
Amin. And whither they are wandring to avoid ye, 
Or whether dead, and no kind Earth to cover 'em; 
Was this a Lover's Part? But Heav'n has found ye, 
And in his loudeſt Voice, his Voice of Thunder, 
And in the Mutiny of his deep Wonders, 
Hetells ye now, ye weep too late. 9 
Alb, Let theſe Tears tell how I honour ye; 
Ye know, dear Lady, ſince ye are mine, | 
How truly I have lov'd ye, how ſanctimoniouſl] 
Obſery'd your Honour; not one laſcivious Word, 


Not one touch, Lady; no, not a hope that might not render 


The unpoliuted Servant of your Chaſtity; (me 
For you l put to Sea, to ſeek your Brother, 
Your Captain, yet your Slave, that his Redemption, 
If he be living, where the Sun has Circuit, 
May expiate your Rigour, and my Raſhneſs. 
Amint. The Storm grows greater, what ſhall we do? 
Alk. Let's in, : | ; 
And ask Heav'ns Mercy; my ſtrong Mind yet preſages, 
Through all theſe Dangers, we ſhall ſee a Day yet 
Shall crown your pious Hopes, and my fair Wiſhes. [ Exit. 
Euter Maſter, Sailors, Gentlemen, and Boatſwain, 
Maſt. It muſt all over-board. 
Boatſ. It clears to Sea-ward Maſter, 
Fling o'er the Lading there, and let's lighten her; 
All the Meat, and the Cakes, we are all gone elſe; 
That we may find her Leaks, and hold her up; 
Yet ſave ſome little Bisket for the Lady, 
Till we come to the Land. 


ö 


Lam. 
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Lam. Muſt my Goods over too ? 
Why honeſt Maſter, here lies all my Mony; 
The Mony I ha' wrackt by Uſury, 
To buy new Lands and Lordſhips innew Countrics, 
'Cauſe I was baniſh'd from mine own, 
I ha' been this twenty Years a raiſing it. 
Tib. Out with it: 5 
The Devils are got together by the Ears, who ſhall have 
And here they quarrel in the Clouds. it; 
Lam. I am undone, Sir. 
Tib. And be undone, tis better than we. 
Lam. Oh ſave one Cheſt of Plate. 
Tib. Away with it luſtily, Sailors; 
It was ſome Pawn that he has got unjuſtly ; * 


Down with it low enough, and ler Crabs breed in't; 

Maſt. Over with the Trunks too. 
Enter Albert. 

Alb. Take mine, and ſpare not. 

Maſt. We muſt over with all. 

Fran. Will ye throw away my Lordſhip, 

That I ſold, put it into Cloaths and Neceſſaries, 

To go to Sea with? 

Tib. Over with it; I love to ſee a Lordſhip ſink ; 

Sir, you lefr no Wood upon't, to Buoy it up ; 

You might ha' ſav'd it elſe. 3 
Fran. I am undone for ever. (happy ? 
Alb. Why, we are all undone; would you be only 
Lam. Sir, you may loſe too. 2 
Tib. Thou lieſt; I ha' nothing but my Skin, 

And Cloaths; my Sword here, and my ſelf; 

Two Crowns in my Pocket; two pair of Cards 

And three falſe Dice: I can ſwim like a Fiſh, 

Raſcal, nothing to hinder me. 

Boarſ. In with her of all Hands. (all ; 
Maſt. Come Gentlemen, come Captain, ye mult help 

My Life now for the Land, a 

"Tis high, and rocky, and full of Perils. 

Alb. However let's attempt it. 
Maſt. Then cheer luſtily my Hearts. Exe. 
| ner 
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Enter Sebaſtian and Nicuſa. 
Seb. Yes, tis a Ship, I ſee it now, a tall Ship, 
She has wrought luſtily for her deliverance ; : 
= Neav'ns mercy, what a wretched Day has here been? : 
| Nic, To till and quiet Minds that knew no Miſery, | 
| It may ſeem wretched, but with us tis ordinary; 
 Heav'n has no Storm in ſtore, nor Earth no Terror, 
That can ſeem new to us. Ra | 
Seb. "Tis true Nicuſa, if Fortune were determin'd 
To be wanton, and would wipe out the Stories 
Of Mens Miſeries ; yet we two living, 
We could croſs her purpoſe; for 'tis impoſſible 
She ſhould cure us, we are ſo excellent in our Afflictions; 
It would be more than Glory to her Blindneſs, 7 
And ſtile her Power beyond her Pride, to quit us. 
Nic. Do they live ſtill? E- 
Seb. Yes, and make to Harbour. 
=_ Nic. Moſt miſerable Men; I grieve their Fortunes. 
Seb. How happy had they been, had the Sea cover'd 


They leap from one Calamity to another ; Cem? 
Þ Had they been drown'd,they had ended all their Sorrows. 
W har ſhouts of Joy they make? (ence 


Nic. Alas poor Wretches, bad they but once Experi- 
Of this Iſland, they'd turn their Tunes to Wailings. 
Seb. Nay, to Curſes, | 
That ever they ſer foot on ſuch Calamities 
Here's nothing but Rocks and Barrenneſs, 
Hunger and Cold tocat; here's no Vineyards 
To cheer the Heart of Man, no Chriſtal Rivers, 
After his Labour, to refreſh his Body, 
If he be feeble 3 nothing to reſtore him, 
Bur heav'nly hopes: Nature that made thoſe Remedies, 
| Dares not come here, nor look on our Diſtreſſes, 
For fear ſhe turn wild, like the Place, and barren. 
Nic. Oh Unkle, yet a little Memory of what we were, 
T will be a little Comfort in our Calamities; 
When we were ſeated in our bleſſed Homes, 
How happy in our Kindreds, in our Families, 
In all our Fortunes? 4 __ 


Seb. 
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Seb. Curſe on thoſe French Pirats, that diſplanted us 
That flung us from that Happineſs we found there; n 
Conſtrain d us to Sea, to ſave our Lives, Honours, and our 
With all we had, our Kinſmen, and our Jewels, (Riches, 
In hope to find ſome Place free from ſuch Robbers, 
Where a mighty Storm ſever'd our Barks, 

That, where my Wife, my Daughter 

And my noble Ladies that went with her, 

Virgins and loving Souls, to ſcape thoſe Pirats. 
Nic. They are yet living; ſuch Goodneſs cannot periſh, 
Seb. But never to me, Couſinz | 

Never to me again; what bears their Flag-ſtaves? 

Nic. The Arms of France ſure; | 
do not ſtart, we cannot be more miſerable; 

Death is a Cordial now, come when it will. 
Seb. They get toſhore apace, they'll fly as faſt (there? 

When once they find the Place; what's that which ſwims 
Nic. A ſtrong young Man, Sir, with a handſome Wo- 

Hanging about his Neck. — (man 
Seb. That ſhews ſome Honour; 

May thy brave Charity, what e'er thou art, 

Be ſpoken in a Place that may renown thee, 

And not die here. 

Nic. The Boat it ſeems turn'd over, 
So forced to their ſhifts, yer all are landed : 
They're Pirates on my Life. 

Seb. They will not Rob us; 

For none will take out Milery for Riches : 

Come Couſin, let's deſcend, and try their Pities ; 

If we get off, a little hope walks with us; 

If not, we ſhall but load this wretched Ifland 

With the ſame Shadows ſtill, that muſt grow fhorter. [ Ex. 

nter Albert, Aminta, Tibalt, Morillat, Lamure, 

Maſter, Franville, Surgeon, and Sailors. | 
Tib. Wet come aſhore my Mates, we are ſafe arrived yet. 
Maſt. Thanks to Heav*n's Goodneſs, no Man loft ; 

The Ship rides fair too, and her Leaks in good Plight. 
Alb. The Weather's turn'd more courtcous; 

How does my Dear ? „ 

Alas, how weak ſhe is, and wet? 
| Amin. 
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Amin, 1 am glad yet, I ſcap'd with Life; 
Which certain, noble Captain, next to Heay'ns Goodneſs, 
I myſt thank you for, and which is more, 
Acknowledge your dear Tenderneſs, your firm Love 
To your unworthy Miſtreſs, and recant too 
(ſndecd I muſt) thoſe harſh Opinions, 
Thoſe cruel unkind Thoughts, I heapt upon ye; 
Farther than that, I mult forget your Injuries, 
So far I am ty'd and fetter'd ro your Service, 
Believe me, I will learn to Love. 

Alb. I thank ye, Madam, 
An: it ſhall be my Practice to ſerve. 
What cheer, Companions? {= 8 
Tib. No great cheer, Sir, a piece of ſouc'd Bisket, 


And half a hard Egg; for the Sea has taken order, 
Being young and ſtrong, we ſhall not ſurfeit, Captain. 
For mine own part, I'll dance till Tm dryz 
Come Surgeon, out with your Cliſter-pipe, 
And ſtrike a Galliard. 
Alb. What a brave Day again? 
And what fair Weather, after fo foul a Storm? 
Lam. Ay, an't pleas'd the Maſter he might ha' ſeen 
This Weather, and ha' ſav'd our Goods. 33 
* Alb. Never think on 'em, we have our Lives and 


Lam. I muſt think on 'em, and think (Healths. 


"Twas moſt maliciouſly done to undo me. 

Fran. And me too, I loſt all; 
I ha'n't another Shirt to put upon me, nor Cloaths, 
But theſe poor Rags; 1 had fifteen fair Suits, 
The worſt was cut upon Taffaty. 
Tib. I am glad you ha' loſt, give me thy Hand, 
Is thy Skin whole? art thou not purl'd with Scabs? 
No antient Monuments of Madam Venus? . 
Thou haſt a Suit then will poſe the cunning'ſt Tailor, 
That will never turn Faſhion, nor forſake thee, 
Till thy Executors, the Worms, uncaſe thee, | 
They take off glorious Suits, Frarville: thou art happy, 
Thou art deliver'd of em; here are no Brokers, 
No Alchymiſts to turn 'em into Mettal 
Nor leather'd Captains, with Ladies to adore'em OL 

8 88 1 


- 


The Sea Voyage. 3313 


Wilt thouſee a Dog-fiſh riſe in one of thy brave Doublets, 
And tumble like a Tub to make thee merry, 
Or an old Haddock riſe with thy hatch'd Sword 
Thou paid'ſt a hundred Crowns for? 
A Mermaid ina Mantle of your Worſhip's, 
Or a Dolphin in your double Ruff? 
Fran, Yeare merry, but if | take it thus, 
If I be foiſted and jeer d out of my Goods. 
Lam. Nor I, 1 vow thee. 
Nor Maſter, nor Mate, I ſee your cunning. 
Alb. Oh be not angry, Gentlemen. 
Moril. Yes Sir, we have Reaſon : 
And ſome Friends I can make. 


If ye aim at me, I am not ſo tame. (Safety. 

| Tib, Pray take my Counſel, Gallants, 

Fight not till the Surgeon be well, 

He's damnable Sea- ſick, and may ſpoil all; 

Beſides he has loſt his Fiddleſtick, and the beſt 

Box of Bores-greaſe ; why do you make ſuch Faces, 

And hand your Sword? 3 

Alb. Who would ye fight with, Gentlemen? 

Who has done ye wrong? for ſhame be better temper'd. 

No ſooner come to give Thanks for our Safeties, | 

| But we muſt raiſe new civil Broils amongſt us, (us? 

laflame thoſe angry Powers, to ſhower new Vengeance on 

| What can we expect for theſe unmanly Murmurs, 

Theſe ſtrong Temptations of their holy Pities, 

But Plagues in another kind, a fuller, ſo dreadful, 

| That the ſinging Storms are Slumbers to it? 

Tib. Be Men, and rule your Minds; 

| If you will needs fight, Gentlemen, 

And think to raiſe new Riches by your Valours, 

| Have at ye, I have little elſe to do now, 

L have ſaid my Prayers; you ſay you have loſt, 

And make your loſs your Quarrel, EE, 

And grumble at my Captain here, and the Maſter, 

Two worthy Perſons, indeed too worthy for ſuch Raſcals, 

Thou Gallon Gallant, and Mammon you | 

That build on golden Mountains, thou Mony-Maggot; 
ome, 


> Maſt. What I did, Gentlemen, was for the general 


T6 333 Ihe Sea- Voyage. 


Come, all draw your Swords, ye ſay ye are . 
Alb. Nay, hold good Tibalt. 


Tib. Captain, let me correct em; 
PI make ye ten times worſe, I will not leave em; 


For look ye, fighting is as nouriſhing to me as eating, 
I was born quarrelling. 


Maſt. Pray, Sir. | 
Tib. 1 will not leave em Skins to cover em 3 
Do = grumble, when ye are well, ye Rogues? 
Maſt, Noble Du-ponr. 
Tib. Ve haveCloaths now and ye prate. 
Amin. Pray Gentlemen, for my ſake be at Peace, 
Let it become me to make all Friends. 
Fran. You have ſtopt our Angers, Lady. 
Alb. This ſhews noble. 
Tib. *Tis well; 'tis very well; there's half a Bisket, 

Break't amongſt ye all, and thank my Bounty. 

This is Cloaths and Plate too; come, no more Quarrelling, 
Amin. But ha! what things are thele, 
Are they human Creatures? | 
Enter Sebaſtian and N icuſa. 
Tib. I have heard of Sea-Calves. 

Alb. They are no Shadows ſure, they have Legs and 
Tib. They hang but lightly on though. (Arms. 
Amin. How they look, are they Mens F aces ? 

Tib. They have Horſe-tails growing to 'em. 

Goodly long Manes. 

Amin. Alas what ſunk Eyes they have! 
How they are crept in, as if they hadbecnfrighted! 
Sure they are wretched Men. 
Tib. Where are their Wardrobes ? 
Look ye Franviile, here are a couple of Courtiers. 
Amin. They kneel, alas poor Souls. 

Alb. What are ye ? ſpeak ; are ye alive, 

Or wandring Shadows, that find no Peace on Earth, 

Till ye reveal ſome hidden Secret? 

Seb. Weare Men as you are, 
Only our Miſeries make us ſeem Monſters ; 
If ever Pity dwelt in noble Hearts (men. 


Seh. 


Alb, We underſtand em too; pray mark em, Gentle- | 
i 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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Seb. Or that Heav'n is pleas d with human Charity; 
If ever ye have heard the Name of Friendſhip, ; 
Or ſuffered in your ſelves the leaſt Afflictions, 

Have gentle Fathers that have bred ye tenderly, 
And Mothers that have wept for your Misfortunes, 
Have Mercy on our Miferies. 

Alb. Stand up, Wretches 

Speak boldly, and have releaſe. 

Mic. If ye be Chriſtians, 

And by that bleſſed Name bound to relieve us, 
Convey us from this Iſland. 9 

Alb. Speak; what are ye? 

Seb. As you are, Gentle born; to tell ye more, 
Were but to number up our own Calamities, 

And turn your Eyes wild with perpetual Weepings; 
Theſe many Vears in this moſt wretched Iſland 

We two have liv'd; the ſcorn and game of Fortune; 
Bleſs your ſelves from it, Noble Gentlemen; 

The greateſt Plagues that human Nature ſuffers 

Are ſeated here, Wildneſs and Wants innumerable. 

Alb. How came ye hither? 

Nic. In a Ship as you do, and you might have been, 
Had not Heav'n preſerv'd ye for ſome more noble uſe, 
Wrackt deſperately ; our Men, and all conſum'd, 

But we two; that ſtill live, and ſpin out 
The thin and ragged Threads of our Misfortunes. 

Alb. Is there no Meat above? 5 

Seb. Nor Meat no Quiet; 

No Summer here, to promiſe any thing; 
Nor Autumn, to make full the Reaper's Hands; 
The Earth obdurate to the Tears of Heav'n, 

Lets nothing ſhoot but poiſon'd Weeds. 

No Rivers, nor no pleaſant Groves, no Beaſts; 
All that were made for Man's uſe, flie this Deſart; 
No airy Fowl dares make his flight over it, 

It is ſo Ominous. Ora "OLIN 
Serpents, and ugly things, the ſhames of Nature, 
Roots of malignant Taſtes, foul ſtanding Waters; 
Sometimes we find a fulſome Sea- root, 

And that's a Delicate? a Rat ſometimes, 


9 


And 


| 
Þþ 
| 


Gave us no few Wounds, forc'd us from our own; 


2 
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And that we hunt like Princes in their Pleaſure; 


And when we take a Toad, we make a Banquet. 


Amin. For Heav'ns ſake let's aboard. 

Alb. D'ye know no farther ? (Place inhabited; 

Nic. Yes, we have ſometimes ſeen the ſhadow of a 
And heard the Noiſe of Hunters; 
And have attempted to find it, ſo far as a River, 
Deep, ſlow, and dangerous, fenced with high Rocks, 


We have gone; but not able to atchieve that Hazard, 


Return to our old Miſeries. 


If this ſad Story may deſerve your Pitics. (Niſeries. 


Alb. Ye ſhall aboard with us, we will relieve your 
Seb. Nor will we be unthankful for this Benefit, 
No Gentlemen, we'll pay for our Deliverance 


Look ye that plough the Seas for Wealth and Pleaſures, 


That out-run Day "and Night with your Ambitions, 
Look on thoſe heaps, they ſeem hard ragged Quarries; 
Remove em, and view 'em fully. 

Maſt. Oh Heav'n, they are Gold and Jewels. 

Seb. Be not too haſty, here lies another heap. 

Mor. And here another, 

All perfect Gold. (Carver. 
Alb Stand farther off, you mult not be your own 
Lam. We have ſhares, and decp - - 

Fran. Yes Sir, we'll maintain't: ho Fellow Sailors. 
Lam. Stand all to your Freedoms; 
Pl have all this. 
Fran. And I this. 
| Tib. You ſhall be hang'd firſt. 
Lam. My Loſſes hall be made good. 
Han. So ſhall mine, or with my Sword JI do' tz 
Al that will ſhare with us, aſſiſt us. 
Tib. Captain, let's ſet in. 
Alb. This Mony will undo us, aid us all. 
Seb. This Gold was the Overthrow of my Happineſs ; 

] had Command too, when I landed here, 


And lead young, high, and noble Spirits under me, 


This curſed Goldenticing*em,they ſet upon their Captain, 
On me that own'd this Wealth, and this poor Gentleman, 


Ane 
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And then their civil Swords, who ſhould be Owners, 

And who Lords over all, turn'd againſt their own Lives, 

Firſt in their Rage conſum'd the Ship, 

That poor part of the Ship that ſcap'd the firſt Wrack, 

Next their Lives by heaps; Oh be you wiſe and careful. 

Lam. Well ha' more: Sirrah, come ſhew it. (of. 

Fran. Or ten times worſe Afflictions than thou ſpeak'ſt 

Alb. Nay, and ye will be Dogs. | Beats em Out. 

Tib. Let me come, Captain: | 

This Golden Age muſt have an Iron ending. 

Have at the Bunch. He beats em off. Exit. 

Amin. Oh Albert; Oh Gentlemen, Oh Friends. [ Exiz. 

Seb. Come noble Nephew, if we ſtay here we die, 
Here rides their Ship, yet all are gone to th' Spoil, 

Let's make a quick uſe. 

Nic. Away dear Uncle. | 

Seb. This Gold was our Overthrow. 

Nic. It may now be our Happineſs.  [Exeunt. 

Enter Tibalt and the reſt. 

Tib. You ſhall have Gold, yes, I'll cram it int” ye; 

You ſhall be your own Carvers; yes, I'll carve ye. 

Mor. I am ſore, I pray hear Reaſon. 

Tib. I'll hear none. 

Covetous baſe Minds have no Reaſon; | 

Iam hurt my ſelf; but whilſt I have a Leg left, 

I will ſo hauntyour gilded Souls; how d'ye, Captain? 

Ye bleed apace, curſe on the Cauſers on't ; 

Ye do not faint? 14 | 

Alb. No, no, I amnot ſo happy. 

Tib. D'ye how], nay, ye deſerve it: EL 

Baſe greedy Rogues; come, ſhall we make an end of em? 

Alb. They are our Country-men, for Heav'ns ſake ſpare 

Alas, they are hurt enough, and they relent now. (em. 

= _ 1 Aminta above. 


* 


Amin, Oh Captain, Captain. 

Alb, Whoſe Voice is that? 1 i 
Tib. The Lady's. (Captain, 
Amin, Look Captain, look; ye are undone: Poor 
We are all undone, all, all: We are all miſerable, ; 
Mad wilful Men, ye are IN your Ship, your Wo. 


Vor. VI. 


And left no Creature, left the Boat aſhore too; 


And howl ye Bloci-heads, they'll have Compaſſion on ye; | 


But the fearful Surgeon will ſupply ye preſently, 
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Alb, What of her? 
Amin. She's under Sail, and floating ; | 
See where ſhe flies, ſee to your ſhames, you Wretches : 
Theſe poor ſtarv d things that ſhew'd you Gold. 
I [Eamure and Franville gee up to ſee the Ship, 
1 Sail. They have cut the Cables, 
And got her out; the Tide too has befriended 'em. 
Maſt. Where are the Sailors that kept her? 
Boatſ. Here, here in the Mutiny, to take up Mony, 


0 


This Gold, this damn'd enticing Gold, 
2 Sail. How the Wind drives her, 

As if it vi d to force her from our Furies? 
Lam. Come back, good old Men. 
Fran. Good honeſt Men, come back. 
Tib. The Wind's againſt ye, ſpeak Youder. * 
Lam. Ye hall have all your Gold again; they ſee us, 
Tib. Hold up your Hands, and kneel, 


Yes, yes, tis very likely, ye have deſerv'd it, 
D'ye look like Dogs now? | 
Are your mighty Courages abated ? E 
Alb. 1 bleed apace, Tihalt. | 
7b. Retire Sir, and make the beſt uſe of our Miſeries. 
They but begin now. 5 
| Enter Aminta. 
Amin. Are ye alive ſtill? 
Alb. Yes, Sweet. 5 
Tb. Help him off, Lady; 3 
And wrap him warm in your Arms, (ſomeꝶ 
Here's ſomething that's comfortable; off with him hand: 
I'll come to ye kraight, but vex theſe Raſcals a little. 
| ne: Exe. Albert and Aminta Wi 
Fran. Oh, I am hungry, and hurt, and I am weary. 
T. b. Here's a Peſtle of a Portigue, Sir, 
*Tis excellent Meat, with ſour Sauce; 
And here's two Chains, ſuppoſe em Sauſages; 
Then there wants Muſtard, 
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Lam. Oh for that Surgeon, I ſhall die elſe. 

Tib. Faith there he lies in the ſame pickle too. 

Sur. My Salves and all my Inſtruments are loſt; 
And I am hurt and ſtarv'd: NVöVX; 
Good Sir, ſeek for ſome Herbs. : 

Tib. Here's Herb-graceleſs, will that ſerve ? 
Gentlemen, will ye go to Supper? 

All. Where's the Meat? 1 | 

Tib. Where's the Meat? What a Veal Voice is there? 

Fran. Would we had it, Sir, or any thing elſe, 

Tib. I would now cut your Throat you Dog, 

But that Iwo not do you ſuch a courteſie; 


To take you from the benefit of ſtarving, 


Oh! what a Comfort will your Worſhip have ſome three 

Days hence? x 3 
Ve things beneath Pity, Famine ſhall be your Harbinger, 
You muſt not look for Down-beds here, 


Nor Hangings; though I could wiſh ye ſtrong ones; 


Yet there be many lightſome cool Star-chambers, 
Open to every ſweet Air, I'll aſſure ye, 
Ready provided for ye, and fo Ill leave ye; 


Your firſt courſe is ſerv'd, expect the ſecond. Exit. 


Fran. A vengeance on theſe Jewels. 
Lam. Oh! this curſed Gold.  [Exennt. 


— 
— >. 


ACTE SCENEL 
Enter Albert, and Aminta. 


Alb. AD dear Soul, ye faint. 

3 Amin. Vou ſpeak the Language 
Which I ſhould uſe to you, Heav'n knows, my Weakneſs 
Is not for what I ſuffer in my ſelf, 

But to imagine what you endure, and to what Fate 
Your cruel Stars reſerve ye. 
Alb. Do not add to my Afflictions 5 
By your tender Pities, ſure we have chang' d Sexes 
You bear Calamity with a Fortitude 
Would become a Man; I like a weak Girl, ſuffer. 
Hh 2 Amin. 


r 4 


> 
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Amin. Oh, but your Wounds, 
How fearfully they gape? And every one 
To me is a Sepulchre z, If 1 lov'd truly, 
(Wiſe Men afhrm, that true Love can do Wonders,) 
Theſe bath'd in my warm Tears would ſoon be cur'd, 
And leave no Orifice behind; pray give me leave 
To play the Surgeon, and bind 'em up; 
The raw Air rankles 'em. 
Alb. Sweet, we want Means. 
Amin. Love can ſupply all Wants. 
Alb. What have ye done, Sweet ? 
Oh Sacrilege to Beauty, there's no Hair 
Of theſe pure Locks, by which the greateſt King 
Would not be gladly bound, and love his Fetters. 
Amin. Oh Albert, J offer this Sacrifice of Service 
To the Altar of your ſtaid Temperance, and ſtill adore it: 


When with a violent Hand you made me yours, = 
I cursd the Doer; but now 1 conſider, 


How long I was in your Power, and with what Honour 
You entertain'd me, it being ſeldom ſeen, 
That Youth, and heat of Blood, cou'd cer preſcribe 
Laws to it ſelf; your Goodneſs is the Leihe 
In which I drown your Injuries, and now live 
Truly to ſerve ye: How do you, Sir? 

Receive you the leaſt eaſe from my Service? 

If you do, I am largely recompenc'd. 

- Alb. You good Angels, . | 

That are ingag'd, when Man's Ability fails, 

To reward Goodneſs, look upon this Lady; 5 

Though Hunger gripes my croaking Entrails, 3 

Yet when! kb theſe Rubies, methinks | 

I'm at a Banquet, a refreſhing Banquet 
> Speak my bleſs'd one, art not Hungry? 
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Amin. Indeed I could eat, to bear you Company. 
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1 Alb. Bluſh, unkind Nature, 
x © If thou haſt Power, or Being, to hear 
þ Thy ſelf, and by ſuch Innocence, accus'd, 
Muſt print a thouſand kinds of Shame, upon = 


© Thy various Face: Canſt thou ſupply a Drunkard, 
And with a prodigal Hand reach choice of Wines, = 
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Till he caſt up thy Bleſſings? Or a Glutton, 

That robs the Elements, to ſooth his Palate, 

And only ears to beget Appetite, 
Not to be ſatisfi-d? And ſuffer here : 

A Virgin, which the Saints would make their Gueff, 
To ine for Hunger? Ha, if my Senſe. [Horns within, 
Lective me nat, theſe Notes take Being 

Fro the reath of Men; confirm me, my Aminta; 
Auin th way the gentle Wind conveys it to us, 


„ 0 5 
H 23 00 nothing! 


Ain. Yes, ir ſeems free Hunters Muſick; 
Ab. Still ris Vuder; and | remember the Portugals 
Int des, che dad often heard ſuch ſounds, 


ner couldiouch the Shore from whence it came; 


F „%³⁰ e, My Aminta My good Genius, 
"V7 © ne Way ſtill, itil we are directed; 

When we gane top of this near riſing Hill, 

We i ems (urther. [ Exe. and Enter above. 
Alb. ©o:teous Lepiyrus, 

On his dewy Wings, carries Perfumes to cheer us; 

The Air clears too; 

And now we may diſcern another Iſland, 

And que! ionleſs, the Seat of fortunate Men: 

Oh that we could arrive there. 

Amin. No Albert, *tis not to be hop'd; 
This envious Torrent's cru-Jly a; 
We have no Veſſel that may tranſport us; 
Nor hath Nature given us Wings to fly. 

Alb. Better try all hazards, 

Than periſh here remedileſs; I feel 

New Vigour in me, and a Spirit that dares 

More than a Man, to ſerve my fair Aminta; 

Theſe Arms ſhall be my Oars, with which Ill ſwim, 

And my Zeal to fave thy innocent ſelf, 

Like Wings, ſhall bear me up above the br ackiſh Waves. 
Amin. Will ye then leave me? 
Alb, Till now Ine'er was wretched. 

My beſt Aminta, 1 ſwear by Goodneſs, 

"Tis not Hope, nor Fear, of my ſelf, that invites me 


To thisExtream,; z tis to ſupply thy wants: And believe me, 
h 3 7 — Though 


7 


1 


— 


Deceives your Hunger with imagin'd Food, 


And have among our ſelves a Common- wealth, 


/ 
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Though Pleaſure met me in moſt raviſhing Forms, 
And Happineſs. courted me to entertain her, 
I would not eat nor ſleep, till I retarn'd 
And crown'd thee with my Fortunes. 

Amin. Oh but your Abſence. | 

Alb. Suppoſe it but a Dream, and as you may, 
Endeavour to take Reſt; and when that Sleep 


Think you have ſent me for Diſcovery = . 
Ot ſome molt fortunate Continent, yet unknown, I 
Which you are to be Queen of. 1 © 
And now ye Powers, that cer heard Lovers Prayers, 3 
Or cheriſl'd pure Affection, look on him 3 
That is your Votary; and make it known, * 
Againſt all ſtops, you cin defend your own. Exit. 
R Euter Hippolita, Crocale, and Juletta. 
Hip. How did we loſe Clarinde ? tale ſoil, | 
Cro. When we believ'd the Stag was ſpent, and would 
The fight'of the black Lake, which we ſuppos d E 
He choſe for his laſt Refuge, frighted him more 
Than we that did purſue him. 5 
Jul. That's uſual; for Death it ſelf is not ſo terrible 


To any Beaſt of Chaſe. ; $ 


Hip. Since we liv'd here, wene'er could force one to it. | 4 
Cro. *Tis ſo dreadful, T 
Birds that with their Pinions cleave the Air 1 


Dare not fly over it; when the Stag turn'd Head, 
And we, even tir'd with Labour, Clarinda, as if 


She were made of Air and Fire, 


And had no part of Earth in her, eagerly purſu'd him; 
Nor need we fear her ſafety, this Place yields not 
Fawns nor Saty:s, or more luſtful Men; 6; 
Here we live ſecure, == 


Which in our ſelves begun, with us muſt end. 
Ful. Ay, there's the miſery. 

C. But being alone, 
Allow me freedom bur to ſpeak my Thoughts; 
The ſtrictneſs of our Governeſs, that forbids us, 
On pain of Death, the fight and uſe of Men, 


3 The Sea-Voyage. 3323 
Is more than Tyranny ; for her ſelf, ſhe's paſt 
| Thoſe youthful Heats, and feels not the want 
Of that which young Maids long for; and her Daughter 
Ihe fair Clarinde, though in few Years 
Improv'd in height and large proportion, 
Came here ſo young, | 
That ſcarce remembring that ſhe had a Father, 
E She never dreams of Man; and ſhould ſhe fee one, 
ln my Opinion, twould appear a ſtrange Beaſt to her. 
Jul. Tis not fo with us, 
Hip. For my part, I confeſs it, I was not made 
For this fingle Life; nor do [ love Hunting fo, 
But that I had rather be the Chaſe my ſelf. | 
= Cr, By Vemis (out upon me) I ſhould have ſworn 
By Diana, I am of thy mind too Wench ; 
And though I have ta' en an Oath, not alone 
Io dcte{t, but never to think of Man, 
Every hour ſomething tells me I am forſworn; 
For | confeſs, Imaginatior helps me ſometimes, 
And that's all is left for us to feed on, 
We might ſtarve elle, for if I have any Pleaſure 
In this Life, but when I ſlcep, I am a Pagan; 
Then from rhe Courtier to the Country-clown, 
I have ſtrange Viſions. 
Jul. Viſions, Crocale? 
Cro. Yes, and fine Viſions too; 
And Viſions I hope in Dreams are harmleſs, 
And not forbid by our Canons; the laſt Night 
(Troth *tis a fooliſh one, but I muſt tell it) | 
As I lay in my Cabin, betwixt ſleeping and waking. 
Hip. Upon your Back? 
Oo. How ſhould a young Maid lie, Fool, 
When ſhe would be intranc'd? 
Hip. We are inſtructed, forward I prethee. 
Go. Methought a ſweet young Man 
In years ſome twenty, with a downy Chin, 
Promiſing a future Beard, and yer no red one, 
Stole {lily to my Cabin all unbrac'd, : 
Took me in his Arms, and kifs'd me twenty times, 
Yer fill I ſlept, - 5 
Hh 4 Jul. 
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Jul. Fie, thy Lips run over, Crocale. 
But to the reft. 
Co. Lord, what a Man is this, thought I, 
To do this to a Maid! | 
Yet then for my Life I could not wake. 
The Youth, a little daunted, wh a Fg Hand 
* up che Clothes. 
Yet ſtill you ſlept? 
GEV ih INN; and when, methoughts, he was warm 
by my Side, 
Thinking to catch him, I firetch'd out both mine Arms; ; 
And when I felt him not, 1 ſbriek'd _ S 
And wak'd for Anger. 
Hip. Twas a pretty Dream. 


Co. Ay, if it had been a true one. 


Enter Albert. 
Jul. But ſtay, What s here caſt o' th* Shore? 
Hip. Tis a Man; | 
Shall I ſhoot him? 5 
ro. No, no, tis a handſome Beaſt, 


Would we had more o' th* Breed; ſtand cloſe Wenckes 


And let's hear if he can ſpeak. 
Alb. Dol yet live? 
Sure it is Air I breathe: What Place is chis? 
Sure ſomething more than Humane keeps N here, 
For J have paſt theSzygian Gulph, _ 
And touch upon the bleſſed Shore: Tis ſo; 
This is the Elizian Shade; theſe happy — 
That here enjoy all Pleaſures. 

Hip. He makes towards us. 

Jul. Stand, or I'll ſhoot. 

Cro. Hold, "he makes no Reſiſtance. | 

Alb. Be not offended, Goddeſſes, that I fall 
Thus proſtrate at your Feet: Or if not ſuch, 29 
But Nymphs of Dian's Train, that range theſe Groves, 
W hich you forbid to Men; vouchſafe to know 
I am a Man, a wicked ſinful Man; and yet not ſold 
So far to Impudence,. as to preſume _ 
To preſs upon your Privacies, or provoke 
Your Hear 'nly — z tis not for my ſelf 
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I beg thus poorly, for J am already wounded, 
Wounded to Death, and faint; my laft Breath 

Is for a Virgin, comes as near your ſelyes 
In'all Perfection, as what's Mortal may 

Reſemble things Divine. O pity her, 

And let your Charity free her from that Deſart, 
If Heav'nly Charity can reach to Hell, 

For ſure that Place comes near it ; and where-e'er 
My Ghoſt ſhall find abode, 

1 I ſhall pour Bleſſings on ye. 
Hip. By my Life I cannot hurt him. 
Cro. Though I loſe my Head for it, nor I. 
I muſt pity him, and will. 
3 4 Enter Clarinds: 

2 == What new Game have yefound here, ha! 1 


What Beaſt is this lies wallowing i in his Gore? 
Co. Keep off, 
cla. Wherefore, I pray? I er urn'd 
From a fell Lioneſs robb'd of her W — 
And ſhall I fear dead Carrion? 

Jul. O but. 
Cla. But, What is't? f 
Hip. It is Infectious. 5 
Cla. Has it not a Name? 
Cro. Yes, but ſuch a Name from which, 
hs from the Devil, your Mother commands us fly. 

Cla. Ist a Man? 
Co. It is. : 
Cle, What a brave Shape it has in Death; 
How excellent would it appear, had it Life! 
Why ſhould it be infectious? I have heard + 
My Mother ſay, 1 had a Father, 
And was not he a Man? © 
Go. Queſtionleſs, Madam. 
Cla. Your Fathers too were Men? 
Jul. Without doubt Lady. 
Cla. And without ſuch ir 1s poi 
We. could have been. 
2 A Toy — ! to deny i It. 


og 


Ola. 


Where's ſoft Compaſſion? cruel and ungrateful, 
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Cla. Nor can you or I have any hope to be a Mother, 
Without the help of Men. Ry 
Co. Impoſſible. | | 
Cle. Which of you then moſt b:rbarous, that knew 
You from a Man had Being, and owe to it 
The name of Parent, durſt prefume to kill 
The Likeneſs of that thing by which you are? 
Whoſe Arrows made thele Wounds? ſpeak, or by Dian, 
Without Diſtinction T11 let fly at ye all. 
Jul. Not mine. 
Hip. Nor mine. ? = 
Go. Tis ſtrange to ſee her mov'd thus. 
Reſtrain your Fury, Madam; had we kill'd him, 
We had but perform'd your Mother's Command. 
Cle. But if ſhe command unjuſt and cruel things, 
We are not to obey it. 
Jo. We are innocent; ſome Storm did caſt 5 
Him Shipwrackt on the ſhore, as you ſee wounded > 
Nor durſt we be Surgeons to ſuch 
Your Mother doth appoint for Death. 
Cle. Weak Excuſe; where's Pity ? 
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Did Providence offer to your Charity 
But one poor Subject to expreſs it on, 
And in't to ſhew our wants too; and could you 
So careleſly neglect it? 
Hip. For ought I know, he's living yet; 
And you may tempt your Mother, by giving him Succour, 
Cla. Ha, come near I charge ye. 
So, bend his Body ſoftly z rub his Temples; 
Nay, that ſhall be my Office : how the red | 
Steals into his pale Lips! run and fetch the Simples 
With which my Mother head my Arm, 
When laſt I was wounded by the Boar. 
Cuyo. Do; but remember her to come after ye, 
That ſhe may beho'd her Daughter's Charity. 1 
Cla. Now he breaths; | [Exit Hip. 
The Air paſſing through the Arabian Groves 5 
Yields not fo ſweet an Odour; prethee Taſte it; 
Paſte it good Crocale; yet Icavy thee ſo great a W 
a | 1 
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fis not Sin to touch theſe Rubies, is it? 
Jul. Not, I think. 

Ul. Or thus to live Camelion like? 

l could reſign my Eſſence to live ever thus. 5 
O welcome; raiſe him up gently. Some ſoft Hand 
Bind up theſe Wounds; a Woman's Hair. What fury, 
For which my Ignorance does not know a Name, 

s crept into my Boſom? But I forget 

5 : Enter Hippolita. 

My pious Work. Now if this Juice hath Power, 


W 
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Let it appear; his Eye-lids ope : Prodigious! 
EZ Two Suns break from theſe Orbes. . 
Alb. Ha, Where am 12 What new Viſion's this? 
To what Goddeſs do I owe this ſecond Life? 
dure thou art more than Mortal : 
And any Sacrifice of Thanks or Duty 
In poor and wretched Man to pay, comes ſhort 
Of your immortal Bounty: But to ſhew 
l am not unthankful, thus in Humility 
EZ 1 kiſs the happy Ground you have made ſacred, 
Hy bearing of your weight. 
EZ Cla. No Goddeſs, Friend, but made 
POf that ſame Brittle Mould as you are; om 
One too acquainted with Calamities, 
And from that apt to Pity. Charity ever 
Finds in the A ct reward, and needs no Trumpet 
ln the Receiver. O forbear this Duty z 
I have a Hand to meet with yours, 
And Lips to bid yours welcome. 
== Cr. I ſee, that by Inſtinct, 
Though a young Maid hath never ſeen a Man, 
7 Touches have Titillations, and inform her. 
5 b | Enter Roſella. 
hut here's our Governeſs; 
Now I expect a Storm. 
= Fo. Child of wy Fleſh, 
And not of my fair unſpotted Mind, 
2 Un-hand this Monſter. 
= Cl. Monſter, Mother? 
Roſe Yes, and every word he ſpeaks, a rens N — 


* 
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To drown the careleſs Hearer. Have I not taught che: 
The Falſhood and the Perjuries of Men? 3 
On whom, but for a Woman to ſhew Pity, 

Is to be cruel to her ſelf; the Soveraignty 

Proud and imperious Men uſurp upon us, 


We confer or our ſelyes, and love thoſe Fetters : / 
We faſten to our Freedoms. Have we, Clarinda, Fd 
Since thy Father's wrack, ſought Liberty, ZÞ 


To loſe it uncompelVd? Did Fortune guide, 
Or rather Deſtiny, our Bark, to which 
We could appoint no Port, to this bleſt Place, 
Inhabited heretofore by warlike Women, 
That kept Men in Subjection? Did we then, 
By their Example, after we had loſt 
All we could love in Man, here plant our ſelves, 
With execrable Oaths never to look 
On Man, but as a Monſter? and, Wilt thou 
Be the firſt Preſident to infringe thoſe Vows 
Me made to Heav'n? 5 
Cla. Hear me, and hear me with Juſtice; 

And as ye are delighted in the Name 1 
Of Mother, hear a Daughter that would be like you. 
Should all Women uſe this obſtinate Abſtinence, [| 
You would force upon us; in a few Years 
The whole World would be-peopled 
Only with Beaſts. „„ 
Hip. We muſt and will have Men, 

Cro. Ay, or we'll ſhake off all Obedience, 

Roſ. Are ye Mad? _. es 
Can no Perſwaſion alter ye? Suppoſe © 
You had my ſuffrage to your ſute; | = 
Can this Shipwrackt Wretch ſupply them all? T 
Aub. Hear me, great Lady: . 
I have Fellows in my Miſery, not far hence, 
Divided only by this helliſh River, 7 
There live a Company of wretched Men, 
Such as your Charity may make your Slaves; 
Imagine all the Miſcries Mankind N 
My ſuffer under; and they Groan beneath em. 7 
* Er 1155 x FS, 1 . £ SEW i Gi . 
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: N ala. But are they like to you ? . 

Ful. Speak they your Language? 

25. Are they able, luſty Men? 

Alb. They were, good Ladies; 

And in their May of Vouth of gentle Blood, 
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And ſuch as may deſerve ye; now Cold and Hunger f 
EZ Haveleſſen'd their Perfection; but reſtor'd ; 
EZ To what they were, I doubt not they'll appear 6 4 
EY Worthy your Favours. | "2 
Jul. This is a Bleſſing 
We durſt not hope for. * f 
EZ Cla. Dear Mother, be not obdurate. , $ 
Feoſ. Hear then my Reſolution; and labour not F 
To add to what P11 grant, for "twill be fruitleſs, ' 
27 You ſhall appear as good Angels to theſe wretched Men; 
In a ſmall Boat we'll paſs o'er to em, 
And bring 'em comfort; if you like their Perſons, [ 


And they approve of yours; for we'll force nothing ; 


EZ You ſhall no more come near em; if you prove fruitful, * 


Tze Males ye ſhall return to them, the Females 
We will reſerve our ſelves ; this is the utmoſt 
Ve ſhall e' er obtain; as ye think fit, 
Ve may diſmiſs this 8 
And prepare to Morrow for the Journey. Exit. 
== Cz. Come, Sir, Will ye walk ? 
We will ſhew ye our pleaſant Bowers, - 
And ſomething ye ſhall find to cheer your Heart. 
Alb. Excellent Lady, 5505 
Though *twill appear a wonder one near ſtarv'd 
Should refuſe Reſt and Meat, I muſt not take 
== Your noble Offer; I left in yonder Deſart 
A Virgin almoſt pin'd. 
Cla. She's not your Wife ? 
Alb. No, Lady, but my Siſter: ("Tis'now dangerous 
To ſpeak truth :) To her I deeply vow'd 
Not to taſte Food, or Reſt, if Fortune brought it me, 
Till I bleſs'd her with my Return; now if you pleaſe 


And fince we want Ceremonies,  _ 1 
Fach one ſhall chuſe a Husband, and enjoy | 
His Company a Month, but that expir'd, 4 
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: To afford me an eaſie Paſſage to her, 
And ſome Meat for her Recovery, 
I ſhall live your Slave; and thankfully 
She ſhall ever acknowledge her Life at your Service. 
Cla. You plead ſo well, I can deny ye nothing; 
I my ſelf will ſee you furniſht, 7 
And with the next Sun viſit and relieve thee. 
Alb. Ye are all Goodneſs ——— * [Exennt 
; ACTI SCENE. 
Enter ſeverally, Lamure, Franville and Morillat. 
Lam. NH! What a Tempeſt have ] in my Stomach? 
How my empty Guts cry out ? my Wound: 
Would they would bleed again, that I might get (ake, 
Something to quench my Thirſt. 
Fran. O Lamure, the Happineſs my Dogs had 
When | kept Houle at home! they had a Storchouſe, 
A Storehouſe of moſt bleſſed Bones and Cruſts, 4 
Happy Cruſts: Oh! how ſharp Hunger pinches me? 
1 > [ Exit Franville. 
Mor. O my importunate Belly, I have nothing BB. 
To fatisfie thee; I have ſought, 5 
As far as my weak Legs would carry me, 12 
Vet can find nothing; neither Meat nor Water, 1 
Nor any thing that's nouriſhing, 1 1 
My Belly's grown together like an empty Sachel. Fe 
Tos Enter Franville. 1 
Lam. How now, what News? T 
Mor. Haſt any Meat yet? UK 
; Fran, Not a bit that I can ſee; | 
Here be goodly Quarries, but they be cruel hard & 
To gnaw : Iha' got ſome Mud, we'll eat it with Spoons, Wi 
Very good thick Mud; but it ſtinks damnably, 
| "There's old rotten Trunks of Trees too, . 
But not a Leaf nor Bloſſom in all the land. 5 
Lam. How it looks? | = 
Mor. It ſtinks too. my La. 
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Lam. It may be Poiſon. 

Fran. Let it be any thing; 

So J can get it down: Why Man, 
Poiſon's a Princely Diſh. 

Mor. Haſt thou no Bisket ? | 
No Crumbs left in thy Pocket ; here's my Doublet, 
Give me but three ſmall Crumbs. | 

Fran. Not for three Kingdoms, 

If I were Maſter of em. Oh Lamure, 
But one poor joint of Mutton, we ha? ſcorn'd, Man. 

Lam. Thou ſpeak*ſt of Paradiſe; | 
Or but the Snuffs of thoſe Healths, 

We have lewdly at midnight flang away. 

Mor. Ah! but to lick the Glaſſes. 

| Enter Surgeon. 

Fran. Here comes the Surgeon: What 
Haſt thou diſcover'd ? ſmile, ſmile, and comfort us. 

Sur. T am expiring, ; 
Smile they that can; I can find nothing, Gentlemen, 
Here's nothing can be Meat, without a Miracle. 

Oh that I had my Boxes and my Lints now, | 
My Stupes, my Tents, and thoſe ſweet helps of Nature, 
What dainty Diſhes could I make of em. 

Mor. Haſt neer an old Suppoſitory ? 

Sur. Oh would I had, Sir. 

Lam. Or but the Paper where ſuch a Cordial 
Potion, or Pills hath been entomb'd. 

Fran. Or the beſt Bladder where a cooling-pliſter. 

Mor. Haſt thou no Searcloths left:? 
Nor any old Pulteſſes? 

z Fran. We care not to what it hath been miniſtred, 
= Sr. Sure I have none of theſe Dainties, Gentlemen. 

Fran. Where's the great Wen 
Thou cut'ſt from Hugb the Sailer's Shoulder? 

That would ſerve now for a moſt Princely Banquet. 

Sur. Ay if we had it, Gentlemen. 8 
I flung it over- board, Slave that I was. 

Lam. A moſt unprovident Villain. 5 

Sur. If I had any thing that were but ſupple now! 
could make Sallads of your Shoos; Gentlemen, pr 

| n 


. 


„ The Sea. Voyage. 
And rare ones; any thing unctuous, 5 
Mr. I, and then we might fry the Soals i'th' Sun. 
E: The Soals would make a ſecond Diſh. 
Lam. Or ſouce em in the Salt-water, 
| And inner Soal well ſouc'd. 
+," 0... Boer Aminta. 
Fran, Here comes the Woman; - 
It may be ſhe has Meat, and may relieve us : 
Let's withdraw, and mark, and then be ready, 
She'll hide her ſtore elſe, and ſo cozen us. 
Amin, How weary and how hungry am I, 
How feeble and how faint is all m y Body ? 
_— Mine Eyes, like ſpent Lamps glowing out, grow heayy, 
| | My Sight forſaking me, and all my Spirits, | 
As if they heard my Paſſing-Bell go for me, 
Pull in their Powers, and give me up to Deſtiny, 
Oh !] for a little Water; a little, little Meat 
A little to relieve me e'er | periſh ; 
L | I had whole Floods of Tears awhile that nouriſht me, 
F But they are all conſum'd for thee dear Albert; 
For thee they are ſpent, for thou art dead; 
Mercileſs Fate has ſwallow'd thee. 
Oh —T grow heavy; Sleep is a ſalve for Miſery; 
Heav'n look on me, and either take my Life, 
Or make me once more happy. FE, 
| Lam. She's faſt aſleep already, — 
1 Why ſhould ſhe have this Bleſſing, and we wake ſtill, 
1 Wake to our wants? EE | 
L | Mor. This thing hath been our Overthrow, 
And all theſe biting Miſchiefs that fall onus 
Are come through her Means. ET 
Fran. True, we were bound, ye all know, 
=. For happy Places, and moſt fertile iſlands, 
Where we had conſtant Promiſes of all things 
= She turn'd the Captain's Mind, 5 
5 | And muſt have him go in ſearch, I know not of who, 
Is Nor to what end; of ſuch a Fool her Brother, 
1 And ſuch a Coxcomb her Kinſman, and we muſt put in 
3 c.vxery where; | 
She has put us in now y'taitch. - 
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Lam. Why ſhould we conſume thus, and ſtarve, 
Have nothing to relieve us 
And ſhe live there that bred all our Miſeries, 
Unroaſted, or unſod? 
Mor, I have read in Stories. 
Lam. Of ſuch reſtoring Meats, 
We: have Examples; = 
Thouſand examples, and allow'd for excellent; 
Women that have eat their Children, 
Men their Slaves, nay their Brothers, but theſe are nothing; 
Husbands deyoured their Wives: (they are their Chat- 
tels,) 8 
And of a School maſter, that in a time of Famine 
SS MV —— — — 
Mor. She's young and tidy, 
In my Conſcience ſhe'll eat delicately; 
Juſt like young Pork a little lean: 
Your Opinion, Surgeon. | 
Sr. I think ſhe may be made good Meat, 
But look, we ſhall want Salt. 
Fran. Tuſh, ſhe needs no Powdering. Fg 
Sur. grant ye; 8 
But to ſuck out the humorous Parts: By all means, 
Lets kill her in a Chafe, ſhe'Il cat the ſweeter. 
Lam. Let's kill her any way, and kill her quickly, 
That we might be at our Meat. 
Sur, How if the Captain? 
Mor. Talk not of him, he's dead, and the reſt famiſh'd. 
Wake her Surgeon, and cut her Throat, 
And then divide her, every Man his ſhare. 
Fran. She wakes her (elf. Y 
Amis. Holy and good things keep me! 
hat cruel Dreams have I had! Who are theſe? 
= © they are my Friends; for Heav'ns ſake Gentlemen 0; 
Give me ſome Food to ſave my Life, if ye have ought 
to ſpare; 5 7 1 
A little = relieve me, I may bleſs ye; 
For weak and wretched, ready to periſh, 
Even now I die. — 
A's * ee 1i Mar. 
| R * „ 


* 88 „ bs nr et Ads 7 
n * 4 99 > HL 8 2 * 
ö ö 2 EEE Re ies 22 
ſy o 33 hit Lot : 
. 1 2 5 * Ws 2 


4 


J 


3334 The Sea-Voyage. 


Mor. You'll ſave a Labour then, 
You bred theſe Miſeries, and you ſhall pay for't; 
Me have no Meat, nor where to have we know not, 
Nor how to pull our ſelves from theſe Afflictions; 
We are ſtarv'd too, famiſh'd, all dur hopes deluded; 
Yet Cer we die thus, we'll have one dainty Meal. 

Amin. Shall I be with ye, Gentlemen ? 

Lam. Ves marry ſhall ye, in our Bellies, _ 
We love you well 

Amin. What ſaid you, Sir? 

Lam. Marry we'll eat your Ladiſhip. 

Fran. You that have buried us in this baſe'Tland, 
We'll bury ye in a more noble Monument. (Lady? 


Sur. Will ye fa 1 your Prayers, that 1 may perform, 


We are wondrous tharp ſet ; come Gentlemen 
Who are for the hinder Parts * 

Mor. I. 

Fran. 1. 

Lam. And I. 


Sur. Be patient; . 
They will not fall to every Man's ſhar 
Amin, O hear me; 


Hear me, ye barbarous Men. 5 


Mor. Be ſhort and pithy, 
Our Stomachs cannot ſtay a long Diſcourſe. 
Sur. And be not fearful, 
For I'll kill ye daintily. 
Amin. Are ye not Chriſtians? 
Lam, Why, do not Chriſtians eat Women? 
Enter Tibalt, Maſter, and Sailors. 
Amin. Eat one another? *Tis moſt __—_— 
Hur. Come, come. 
Amin. Oh, help, help, help. 
Tib. The Lady s Voice! Stand off Slaves, 
W hat do you intend, Villains? 
e ſtrength enough left me, if you abuſe this Soul, 
o— 
Maſt. They would have raviſh'd her, upon my Life; 
Speak, how was it, Lady? 
Amin. Forgive * 'twas their Hungers, 
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| * Tib. Ha, their Hungers! 

Maft. They would have eaten her. 

Tih. O damn'd Villains; ſpeak, Is it true? 

Sur. I confeſs an Appetite. | 

| Tib. An Appetite, I'Il fit ye for an Appetite. - 
Are ye ſo ſharp ſet, that her Fleſh muſt ſerve you? 
Murther's a main good ſervice with your Worſhips; 

© Since ye would be ſuch Devils, 5 0 

3 Why did you not begin with one another handſomely, 


"= 


And ſpare the Woman to beget more Food on? 


* 


Amin. Good, Sir. 
Tib. You ſhall grow Mummy, Raſcals; 


$ 
1 


Amin. Good Sir, be merciful. 
= 7:b. You ſhall know what tis to be damn 
Amin. O my beſt Friend! 

| Enter Albert. ; 
Alb. Alas poor Heart! Here, 3 
Here's ſome Meat and ſovereign Drink to caſe you, 
Pit down, gentle Sweet. 
Amin. I am bleſt to ſee you. a 
= 7. Stir not within forty Foot of this Food, 
If you do, Dogs! | 
Al. Oh, Captain, Captain, Captain. | 
Alb. Ye ſhall have Meat all of you. 8 
= 7:5. Captain, hear me firſt: Hark, dit. 
lis ſo inhuman! I would not ha the Air corrupted with 
A. O barbarous Men! Sit down da Pont, 
ood Maſter, and honeſt Sailors. 
ib. But ſtand you off, 1 
Ind wait upon our Charity; I'll wait on you elſe 
Ind touch nothing but whit's flung ye; as if you were 


And worry one another like keen Bandogs. 
TO OD 


45 


. Dogs; . 
2 f you do, I'll cut your Fingers, Friends, 
Il ſpoil your carving. 
Amin. There Wretches, there. 
1.5. Eat your Meat handſomely now, 
Ind give Heav'n Thanks. 
Al. There's more 1 | 

i 2 


ru make ye fall to your Brawns, and your Buttocks, 
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Tib. See, they ſnarle like Dogs; 
Eat quietly you Raſcals, cat quietly. 
Alb, There is Drink too. 
Tib. Come, come, I'll fill you each your Cups, 
Ye ſhall not furteir. 
Amin. And what have you diſcover'd? _ 
Alb. Sweet, a Paradiſe, 5 
Paraciſe inhabited with Angels, 
Such as you are, their Pities make em Angels, 
They gave me theſe Viands, and ſupply'd me 
With theſe precious Drinks. 
Amin. Shall not we ſee em? 
Alb. Yes, they will ſee you | 
Out of their Charities, having heard our Story, 
They will come, and comfort us, come preſently; 
We ſhall no more know Wants nor Miſeries. 
Amin. Are they all Women? 
Alb. All, and all in Love with. us. 
Amin. How! LE  Þ | 
Alb. Do not miſtake, in love with our Misfortunes, 
They willcheriſh and relieve our Men. 
'Tih. Do you ſhrug now, 
And pull up your Noſes? You ſmell Comfort. 
See they ſtretch out their Legs like Dottrels, 


Each like a new Saint Dennis. 


Alb. Dear Miſtreſs, 7 5 
When you would name me, and the Women here, 
Call me your Brother, you I'll call my Siſter, 
And pray obſerve this all?“ 
Why do you change Colour, Sweet? 

Amin. Eating too much Meat. 7 

Alb. Sawc'd with Jealouſie; 
Fie, fie, dear Saint, *faith ye are to blame, 
Are ye not here? Here fixt in my Heart?! 
All. Hark. hark. EE... | 3 
Enter Roſella, Clarinda, Crocale, Hippolita, and Julctti 

Alb. They are come, ſtand ready, and look nobly, 
And with all humble Reverence receive 'em. 8 
Du Lives depend upon their gentle Pities, 

Aud Death waits on their Anger. 


MY: 
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Myr. Sure they are Fairies. 

Tih. Be they Devils, Devils of Fleſh and Blood; 

After ſo long a Lent, and tedious Voyage, 
To me they are Angels. 
Fan. O for ſome Eringoes ! 

Lam, Potatoes, or Cantharides. . 
Iib. Peace you Rogues, that buy Abilities of your 
Apothecaries, | 
| Had | but took the Diet of green Cheeſe, 
And Onions for a Month, I could do wonders, 
Roſ. Are theſe the Jewels you run mad for? 

What can you ſee in one of theſe, i 

To whom you would vouchſafe a gentle Touch? 
Can nothing perſwade you : 

To love your ſelves, and place your Happineſs | 
In cold and chaſte Embraces of each other?. 

Jul. This is from the purpole. eee. 

Hip. We had your grant to have them as they were, 
ls. Tis a beautcous Creature, | 
And to my ſelf, I do appear deform'd, 
= When I conſider her, and yet ſhe is | 
The Stranger's Siſter, why then ſhould I fear? 
be cannot prove my Rival. 
= Hy. When you repent | 
That you refus'd my Counſcl, may it add 


Vet leap'd into the Gulph of your Misfortunes- 

But have your Wiſhes. 1 

= Maſt. Now ſhe makes to us. | 

= Amin, I am inſtructed, but take heed Albert, | 

Lou prove not falle, - 

All. Ye are your own aſſurance, 

And fo acquainted with your own Perfections, 

That weak doubts cannot reach you, therefore fear nat, 
Ro. That you are poor and miſerable Men, 

My Eyes inform me; that without our Succours, 

Hope cannot flatter you to dream of Safety, | 

The preſent plight you are in; can reſolve you 
hat to be merciful, is to draw near 

The Heay'nly Eſſence; whether you will be 


Thanks 


To your Afflictions, that you were forward;  _ <> 


0 
8 
7 
# 


— 


* 

— r * 
. - — * — 
9 . N 


— ——— — 


wap oor ww 


SG AT; 0 BT, 


> * — ee 42 — - 
* 
r „ - —— IHE 
* r - 


* 
. nnn 
„ n 4 
=... 
3 ts Be.) 2 wy 


EE ip 


— — 


— 
Een f 
= CE — 


— 

C 4 * 3 2 
a 5 
— — r ASD 8 — 


2 23 . WO rd IN 2440 
1 2 — >» 
po rb. * 2 ** —— 
LD. 13 — 3 2 — 


err 
— 
Ry * 


i 
5 


a> oe 
are 
8 

4 1 


n c 3 2 = 8 K = — ö | * 2 * 
2 — - 5 1 2 — wel Ts. ap -4 - 7 — 5 5 5 

- : « pm — 2 —— er,” 3 * * 1 — * — P p 
a 2 1 bp ww " Cn i. nene 7 2 1 " o 4 r > Tt <a = 


— 


— 
8 
a 4.4 
= 1 a 


33 38 "no Sea-Voyage. 
Thankful, I do not queſtion; nor demand 
What Country bred you, what Names, what 2 


NS, — 


To us it is ſufficient we relieve | x 

Such as have Shapes of Men, and I command you, 

As we are not ambitious to know MES 
Farther of you, that on pain of Death 
You preſume not to enquire what we are, 

Or whence deriv'd. 1 8 

Alb. In all things we obey you, 
And thankfully we ever ſhall confeſs 
Our ſelves your Creatures. 
Roſ. You ſpeak as becomes you; 
Firſt then, and willingly, deliver up 
Thoſe Weapons we could force from you. 
Alb. We lay *em down b 
Mo ſt gladly at your Feet. 
Tb. I have had many a Combat with a tall Wench; Wn 
But never was diſarm'd before. D 3 
Roſ. And now hear Comfort, 
Your Wants ſhall be ſupply*d; and though it be 

A Debt Women may challenge to be ſued to, 
Eſpecially from ſuch they may command. 

We give up to you that Pow. r, and therefore 
Freely each make his Choice. 

Fran. Then here I fix. 5 

Mor. Nay, ſhe is mine: I ey'd her firſt, 
Lam. This mine. | 

Tib. Staf, good Raſcals; _ 

You are too forward, Sir Gallant, 

You are not giving order to a Tailor 
For the faſhion of a new Suit; 

Nor are you in your Warchouſe, Maſter Merchant, 
Stand back, and give your betters leave; your betters; 
And grumble not, if you do, as I love Meat 
J will fo ſwinge the ſalt Itch out on you. 
Captain, Maſter, and the reſt of us, 
That are Brothers, and good Fellows, we have been 
Too late by the Ears, and yet ſmart for our Follies; 
To end therefore all future Emulation: If you pleaſe 
To truſt to my Election, you ſhall a7 . | 
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| am not partial to my ſelf; I doubt not 
Give content to all. | 
All. Agreed, agreed. 
Tib. Then but obſerve, how learned and diſcreetly, 
I will proceed, and as a skilful Doctor 
In all the quirks belonging to the Game, 
| Read over your Complexions; for you Captain, 
| Being firſt in place, and therefore firft to be ſerv'd, 
I give my Judgment thus; for your Aſpect, 
| You're much inclin'd to Melancholy, and that tells me 
| The ſullen Saturn had predominance : 
At your Nativity, a malignant Planet, 
And if not qualified by a ſweet Conjunction 
Ofa ſoft and ruddy Wench, born under Venus, 
It may prove fatal, therefore to your Arms 
I give this roſe-cheek'd Virgin, 
dl. To my Wiſh; 5 
Till now I never was happy. 
Amin, Nor I accurs d. a 
ib. Maſter, you are old, 
Vet love the Game, that I perceiv& too, 
And if not well ſpurr'd up, you may prove ruſt/; 
Therefore to help ye here's a Bradamanta, 
Or J am cozen'd in my Calculation. Fol 
= Cr. A poor old Man allotted to my ſhare. 
ib. Thou would'ſt have two, 
& Nay, Ithink twenty; but fear not Wench, 
W Though he be old he's tough, look on's making, 
He'll not fail I warrant thee. 
Fe. A merry Fellow, 
And were not Man a Creature I deteſt: 
I could indure his Company. 
ib. Here's a fair heard of Does before me, 
And now for a barren one: 
For, though I like the ſport, I do not love 
W [0 Father Children; like the Grand Signior, 
Thus I walk in my Seraglio, _ 
And view em as 1 paſs, then draw I forth 
My Handkerchief, and having made my choice, 
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Roſ. On me. | 


_ Tib, On you, now my Choice is made; 
To it, you hungry Raſcals. 
Alb. Excellent. PT, 
Amin. As you love Goodneſs, 3 
It makes me {mile i' th' height of all my Fears. 
Cla. What a ſtrong Contention you may behold 
Between my Mother's Mirth and Anger. 
Tib. Nay, no coyneſs, be Miſtreſs of your Word, 
I muſt and will enjoy you. 
 Rof. Be advis'd, Fool: Alas Iam old; 
"of Ho canſt thou hope content from one that's fifty? 
; Tib. Never talk on't; 8 | 
have known good ones at threeſcore and upwards; 
__ Beſides the Weather's hot, and Men 
That have Experience, fear Feavers : 
A temperate Diet is the only Phyſick. 
Your. Julipe, nor Guajacum prunello's, 
Camphire Pills, nor Goord-water, 
Come not near your old Woman; 
Youthful Stomachs are ſtill craving, 
Though there be nothing left to ſtop their Mouths with; 
And believe me | am no frequent giver of thoſe Bounties: 
Laugh on, laugh on, good Gentlemen do, 
I ſhall make Holiday and ſleep, when you 
Dig in the Mines till your Hearts ake. 
Roſ. A mad Fellow. 
Well, Sir, Pll give you hearing, and as I like 
Your Wooing, and Diſcourſe; but J muſt tell ye Si 
That rich Widows look for great Sums in preſent, 
Or aſſurances of ample Jointures. | 
Tib. That to me is calle, 
For inſtantly III do it; hear me Comrades, 
Alb. What ſay'{t thou, Tibalr? 


Tib. Why, that to wooa Wench with empty Hands 
Is no good Heraldry, therefore let's to the Gold, 
And ſhare it equally, *twill ſpeak for us 

More than a thouſand Complements or Cringes, 
Ditties ſtolen from Perrarch, or Diſcourſe from 2 


W „„ 
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Befides, *twill beget us reſpect, 
And if ever Fortune friend us with a Banquet, 
Largely ſupply us with all Proviſion. 
IIb. Well advis'd, defer it not. 
Tib. Are ye all contented. 
All. We are? 
Tib, Let's away then, 
Strait we'll return, 
And you ſhall ſee our Riches. - > Exe. 
Roſ. Since Iknew what Wonder and Amazement was, 
I ne'er was ſo tranſported. I 
Cla, Why weep ye, gentle Maid? 
There is no danger here to ſuch as you ; 
Baniſh Fear, for with us 1 dare promiſe 
You ſhall meet all courteous Entertainment. 
Oo. We eſteem our ſelves moſt happy in you. 
Hip. And bleſs Fortune that broughr”y-u hither. 
Cla. Hark in your Ear; 
I love you as a Friend already, 
Fer long you ſhall call me by a nearer Name, 
I wiſh your Brother well; I know you apprehend me. 
Amin. Ay, to my Griet I do. 
Alas good Ladies, there is nothing left me 
But Thanks, to pay ye with. | 
Cla. That's more 
Than yet you ſtand ingag'd for. 
Enter Albert, Tibalt, and the reſt with Treaſure, 
Rrſ. So ſoon return'd ! FS 
Alb. Here; ſce the Idol of the Lapidary. 
Tib. Theſe Pearls, for which the ſlaviſn Negro 
Dives to the bottom of the Sea. 
Lam. To get which the induſtrious Merchant 
Touches at either Pole. _ | — 
Fran. The never- failing purchaſe. 
Of Lordſhips, and of Honours. 
Mor, The Worlds Miſtreſs, _ 
Thar can give every thing to the Poſſeſſors. | 
Maſt. For which the Sailors ſcorn tempeſtuous Winds, 
And ſpit defiance in the Sea. 
2 Tib. Speak, Lady; Look we not lovely now? 
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 Rof. Yes, yes: O my Stars, 
Be now for ever bleſt, that have brought 
To my revenge theſe Robbers; take your Arrows, 


And nail theſe Monſters to the Earth. 


Alb. What mean ye, Lady? 

In what have we offended? 1 
Roſ. O my Daughter ? $ 

And you Companions with me in all Fortunes, 

Look on theſe Caskets, and theſe Jewels, 

Theſe were our own, when firſt we put to Sea 

With good Sebaſtian; and theſe the Pirats 

That not alone depriv'd him of this Treaſure, 

But alſo rook his Life. | 555 gh: 

c cc — 

J well remember was mine own. 

Hip. And theſe were mine. 
Ful. Sure I have worn this Jewel. 
Roſ. Wherefore do ye ſtay then, 

And not perform my Command ? 

Alb. O Heay'n! 

What cruel Fate purſues us. 

Tib. I am well enough ſerv'd, 

That muſt be off ring Jointures, Jewels, 

And precious Stones, more than | brought with me. 
Rof. Why ſhoot ye not? . 
Cla. Hear me dear Mother; 

And when the greateſt Cruelty is Juſtice, _ 

Do not ſhew Mercy: Death to theſe ſtary'd Wretches 

Ts a Reward, not Puniſhment; let *em live 

To undergo the full weight of your Diſpleaſure. 

And that they have Senſe to feel the Torments 


They have deſerv'd allow 'em ſome ſmall Pittance, 


To linger out their Tortures. 
Roſ. Tis well counſell'd. 
All, And we'll follow it. 
Alb. Hear us ſpeak, 
 Rof. Peace Dogs. © . 
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Which ſhall be horrid. Vengeance, though flow pac'd, 
At length o ertakes the guilty; and the Wrath 

Of the incenſed Powers, will fall moſt ſure 

On wicked Men, when they are moſt ſecure. ¶Exeunt. 


. 


— 


— 


Enter Raymond, Sebaſtian, Nicuſa, and Sailors. 
1 Sail. ERE's nothing, Sir, but Poverty and Hun- 


No Promiſe of Inhabitance, neither track of Breaſt, 
Nor foot of Man; we have ſearcht Tl 


All this rocky Deſart, yet cannot diſcover any Aſſurance 
Here is, or hath been ſuch Men. 
2 Sail, Not a Relique of any thing they wore ; 
Nor mark left by 'em, either to find Relief, 
Or to warn others from the like Misfortune. 
Believe it, theſe Fellows are both falſe, 
And, to get a little Succour in their Miſery, 
Have fram'd this cunning Tale. 
Ray. The Ship, I know, is French, and own'd by pi- 
If not by Albert my arch Enemy. | (rats, 
You told me too there was a Woman with 'em, | 
A young and handſome Woman. £ 
Seb. There was ſo, Sir. 
Ray. And ſuch and ſuch young Gallants. 
Me. We told you true, Sir, 
That they had no means to quit this Iſland. | 
Ray. And that amidſt their Mutiny to fave your Lives, 
You'got their Ship. INS | 
Seb. All is moſt certain, Sir. 5 
Ray. Where are they then? Where are theſe Men 
Or Woman? we are landed, where your Faiths 
Did aſſure us we could not miſs their Sights. 
For this News we took ye to our Mercy, 
Reliev'd ye, when the furious Sea, and Famine 


Strove, which ſhould firſt devour je; Cloath'd, 
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Cloath'd, and cheriſhr ye; us d ye as thoſe ye ſay ye are, 
Fair Gentlemen, now keep your words, 


And ſhew us this Company, your own free Pitics ſpoke 


Theſe Men ye left in Miſery; the Woman. (of; 
Men of thoſe noble Breedings you pretend to 
Should ſcorn to lie, or get their Food with Falſhood; 
Come, direct us. 
Seb. Alas, Sir, they are gone, 


But by what Means, or Providence, we know nor. 


2 Sail, Was not the Captain 


5 A Fellow of a fiery, yet hrave Nature, 


A middle Stature, and of brown Complexion ? 
Nic. He was, Sir. 
Ray. Twas Albert, 
And my poor wretched Siſter. 
2 Sail. Twas he certain, 
I ha' been at Sea with him, many times at Sea. 
Ray. Come, ſhew us theſe Men; 
Shew us preſently, and do not dally with us. 
Seb. We left 'em here; What ſhould we ſay, Sir? 
Here, in this Place. 
2 Sail. The Earth cannot ſwallow em; 
They have no Wings, they cannot fly ſure. 
Ray. You told us too 
Of heaps of Treaſure, and of Sums conceal'd, 
That ſet their Heart a-fire; we ſee no ſuch thing, 


No ſuch ſign; What can ye ſay to purge ye? 


W har have ye done with theſe Men ? 
Mic. We, Sir? : 
Ray. You, Sir; 
For certain I believe ye ſaw ſuch People. 
Seb. By all that's good, 
By all that's pure and honeſt, 
By all thar's Holy. 5 
Ray. 1 dare not credit ye, 
Ve have ſo abus'd my hope, that now 1 hate! ye. 
1 Sail. Let's put em in their ragged Clothes again, 
Captain, 
For certain they are Knaves, let's eben deliver em 
To their old fruitful Farm; here * em walk the Iſland. 
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Sab. If ye do ſo, we ſhall curſe your Mercies. 

Nic. Rather put us to ca again. 

Ray. Not ſo. . | 

Yet this I'll ao, began ye fay ye are Chriſtians, 

Though I hard it; bring in the Boat, 

And all aboard 2g211, ut theſe two Wretches; 

vet leave em four Les Meat. If in that time 

(For I will ſearch all Nooks of this ſtrange Iſland) 

I can diſcover any Tract of theſe Men, 

Alive or dead, I'll bear ye off, and honour ye; 

If not, ye have found your Graves; ſo farewel. [ Exe. 
Nic. That Goodneis dwells above, and knows us In- 

Comfort our Lives, and at his Pleaſure quit us. (nocent. 


Seb. Come Couſin,come old time will end our Story; 


But no time, (if we end well) ends our Glory. Exit. 
Enter Roſella, Clarinda, Crocale, Hippolita, and Juletta. 

Roſ. Uſe em with all the Auſterity that may be, 
They are our Slaves; turn all thoſe Pities, . 
"Thoſe tender Reluctations that ſhould become your Sex 
To ſtern Anger; and when ye look upon 'em, 


Look with thoſe Eyes that wept thoſe bitter Sorrows, 


Thoſe Cruelties ye ſuffer'd by their Rapines. 
Some five Days hence that bleſſed Hour comes 


Moſt happy to me, that knit this Hand to my dear Huſ- 
And both our Hearts in mutual Bands. (band's, 


That hour, Ladies. 
Cla. What of that hour? 
Roſ. Why, on that hour, Daughter, 
And in the height of all our Celebrations, 
Our dear Remembrances of that dear Man, 
And thoſe that ſuffer'd with him, our fair Kinſmen, 


Their Lives ſhall fall a Sacrifice to Vengeance, 


Their Lives that ruin'd his; 'tis a full Juſtice. 

I will look glorious in their Bloods; 

And the moſt noble Spirit of Sebaſtian; | 
That periſht by the Pride of theſe trench Pirates, 
Shall {mile in Heav'n, and bleſs the Hand that kill'd 'em. 
Look ſtrictly all unto your Priſoners ; 55 
For he that makes a ſcape bey ond my Vengeance, 
Or entertains a hope by your fair Uſage; 
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And brag of preat kindreds too. They offer very hand- 


If they might be brought before you, 
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Take heed, Lay, ſhe that deceiyes my truſt, 

Again take heed; her Life, and that's bur light neither, 

Her Life in all the Tortures my Spirit cap put on. 
All. We ſhall be careful. | 


Roſ. Do ſo. 8 [Ex. Roſella. 
Cla. You are angry Mother, and ye are old too, 


Forgetting what Men are; but we ſhall temper ye. 
How fare your Priſoners, Ladies? in what forms 


Do they appear in their Afflictions? oy 
Jul. Mine fare but poorly; 
For ſo I am commanded ; *tis none of their fault. 
_ Cla. Of what ſort are they? N 
Jul. They ſay they are Gentlemen, 
But they ſhew Mungrels. 
Cla. How do they ſuffer? 
Jul. Faith like Boys, 
They are fearful in all Fortunes; when L ſmile 
They kneel, and beg to have that Face continued; 
And like poor Slaves, adore the Ground I go on. 


When frown, they hang their moſt dejected Heads, 


Like fearful Sheep-hounds ; ſhew em a cruſt of Bread 
They'll Saint me preſently, and skip like Apes 
For a ſup of Wine. Pl whip 'em like Hackneys, 
Saddle em, ride em, do what I will with 'em. 
Cla. Tuſh, theſe are poor things. 
Have they Names like Chriſtians? | 

Jul. Very fair Names; Franville, Lamure and Morillat ; 


But that I am a Fool, and dare not venture. (ſomely, 
They are ſound too o'my Conſcience, 
Or very near upon't. 
Cla, Fy, away Fool. 
Jul. They tell me, 
They would reveal things of ſtrange conſequence, 
Cla. Their baſe poor Fears. 
Jul. Ay, that makes me hate em too; 
For if they were but manly to their Sufferance, 
Sure I ſhould ftrain a point or two, nu _ 
JL 74 
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cla. An hour hence I'll take a view of 'em, 
And hear their Buſineſs. Are your Men thus too ? 

Gro. Mine? No, gentle Madam, mine were not caſt 
In ſuch baſe Molds; Afflictions, Tortures 
Are Names and Natures of Delight, to my Men; 

All ſorts of Cruelties they meet like Pleaſures. 
I have but two, the one they call Du- pont, 
Tibalt Du-pont; the other the Ship-maſter. 

Cla. Have they not Lives and Fears? 

Cro. Lives they have, Madam; 

But thoſe Lives ne er linkt to ſuch Companions 
As Fears or Doubts. 
Cla. Uſe 'em nobly; 


And where you find fit Subjects for your Pities 
Let it become ye to be courteous; 
My Mother will not always be thus rigorous. 

Hip. Mine are Sailors, Madam, 9 
But they ſleep ſoundly, and ſeldom trouble me, unleſs 
it be when 
They dream ſometimes of Fights and Tempeſts; 

Then they rore and whiſtle for Cans of Wine, 

And down they fling me; and in that 1 

(For they are violent Fellows) they play ſuch Reaks. 
If they have Meat, they thank me; 

If none, they heartily defire to be hang'd quickly. 
And this is all they care. 


Cle. Look to em diligently, and where your Pities - 


dell Ye 
They may deſerve, give Comfort. 
All, We will. 5 
Ca. Come hither, be not frighted: 
Enter Aminta. 
Think not ye ſteal this Liberty, for we give it, 
Your tender Innocence aſſures me, Virgin, 
Ye had no ſhare in thoſe wrongs theſe Men did us; 
I find ye are not hardned in ſuch Miſchiefs. 
Your Brother was miſ-led ſure, 985 
Foully miſ- led. : 
Amin. How much I fear theſe Pitics! 
Ca, Certain he was, ſo much I pity him 
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And for your ſake, whoſe Eyes plead for him; 
Nay, for his own fake. 

Amin. Ha! 

Cla. For I ſee about him, 
Women have ſubtil Eyes, and look narrowly; 
Or 1 am much abus'd; many fair Promiſes; 

Nay beyond thoſe, roo many ſhadowed Virtues. 
Amin. I think he is good. 

Cla. I aſſure my ſelf he will be; LE, 
And out of that Aſſurance take this Comfort, 
For I perceive your fear hath much dejected ye. 
I love your Brother. 

Amin. Madam. i 

Cla. Nay, do not take it for a dream of favour, 
That comforts in the ſleep, and awake vaniſhes 
Indeed 1 love him. 5 | 

Amin. Do ye indeed? | 

Cla. You doubt ſtill, becauſe ye fear his Safety; 
Indeed he is the {ſweeteſt Man I eer ſaw; 

I think the beſt. Ye may hear without Bluſhes, 
And give thanks, if ye pleaſe, for my Courteſie. 
Amin. Madam, lever muſt; © 5 
Yer witneſs Heav'n, they are hard pulPd from me. 
Believe me, Madam, ſo many Imperfections I could find, 
{Forgive me, Grace, for lying) and ſuch wants, 
(Tis to an honeſt uſe) ſuch Poverties, 
Both in his main Proportion, and his Mind too ; 
There are a hundred handſomer; (I lie leudly,) 
Your noble Ulage, Madam, hath ſo bound me to ye, 
That 1 muſt tell ye. . 

Cla. Come, tell your worſt. 
Amin. He is no Husband for ye. 
I think ye mean in that fair way. 

Ca. Ye have hit it. 8 5 

Amin. I am ſure ye have hit my Heart. 

You will find him dangerous, Madam, 
As fickle as the flying Air, proud, jealous, 
Soon glutted in your Sweets, and ſoon forgetful; 
I could ſay more, and tell ye I have a Brother, 
Another Brother, that ſo far excells this, 


— — 


Both 


% 
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Both in the Ornaments of Man, and making: of 
Cla. If you were not his Siſter, I ſhould doubt ye mainly; 
Doubt ye for his Love, ye deal ſo cunningly. oo 
Do not abuſe me, I have truſted ye with more than Life, 
With my firſt Love; be careful of me. 
E Amin. In what uſe, Madam? 
Ula. In this, Lady; 
E Speak to him for me, you have Power upon him; 
= Tell him. I love him, tell him I dote on him; 
It will become your Tongue. 
Amin. Become my Grave. 
O Fortune, O curſed Fortune 
= Cla., Tell him his Liberty, 3 
And all thoſe with him; all our Wealth and Jewels. 
Good Siſter, for I'll call ye fo: 8 
3 Amin. I ſhall, Lady, 
Even die, I hope, . 1 
= Cl. Here's Meat and Wine, pray take it, | 
And there he lies; give him what Liberty you pleaſe; 
But ſtill conceal'd. What Pleaſure you ſhail pleaſe, Siſter: 
He ſhall ne'er want again. Nay, ſee an you'll take it; 
Why do you ſtudy thus? „ 5 1 8 
Amin. To avoid Miſchiefs, if they ſhould happen: 
Ca, Go, and be happy for me. : 
Amin. O blind Fortune; 5 
Vet happy thus far, I ſhall live to ſee him, 
TK In what ſtrange Deſolation lives he here now ? 
Pure this Curtain will reveal. 
0. | Enter Albert. 
Alb. Who's that? ha! 1 1 
Some gentle Hand, I hope, to bring me Comfoft. 
Or if it be my Death, tis ſweetly ſhadowed: 
= Amin. Have ye forgot me, Sir? 
Alb. My Aminta ? 
Amin. She, Sir, 3 
That walks here up and down an empty Shadow, 
One, that for ſome few Hours 3 
But wanders here, carrying het own ſad Coffin, 
deeking ſome deſart Place to lodge her Griefs in. 
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Here's Wine to refreſh ye too. 
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Alb. Sweet Sorrow welcome, welcome noble Grief : 


How got you this fair Liberty to ſee me? 


For Sorrows in your Shape are Strangers to me. 
Amin. I come to counſel ye. 

Aub. Ye are ſtill more welcome; OY 
For good Friends in Afflictions give good Counce]s, 
Pray then proceed. RR 

Amin, Pray eat firſt, ye ſhew faint; 


Alb, I thank ye, Dear. 
Amin. Drink again. 
Alb. Here's to our Loves. 


How! turn and weep! 


Pray pledge it, this Happineſs we have yet left, 
Our Hearts are free. Not pledge it? Why? 
And though beneath the Ax this Health were holy. 
Why do ye weep thus? | 
Amin. I come to woo ye. 5 
Alb. To woo me, Sweet? I am woo'd and won already, 
You know I am yours. This pretty way becomes ye. 


But you would deceive my Sorrows; that's your intent. 


Amin. I would 1 could, I ſhould not weep, but ſmile. 


Do ye like your Meat and Wine? 


Alb. Like it? | 
Amin. Do you like your Liberty? 
Alb. All theſe I well may like. 
Amin. Then pray like her that ſent em. 
Do ve like Wealth, and moſt unequaPd Beauty? 
Alb. Peace, indeed you'll make me angry. 
Amin. Would I were dead that ask it, 
Then ye might freely like, and I forgive ye. 
Alb. What like, and who? Add not more Miſcry 
To a Man that's fruitiul in Affli ions. 
Who is't you would have me like? 
Who ſent theſe Comforts? 
Amin, ] mult tell. 
Aub. Be bold. 
Amin. But be you temperate. 


If you be bold, I die. The young fair Virgin; 


* 


And 


(Sorrow hath made me old.) O hearken, 
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And wiſely hark, the Governeſs Daughter: 
That Star that ſtrikes this Iſland full of wonder, 
That blooming Sweetnels, 
Alb. W hart of her? 
Amin. She (ent it: and with it, 
It muſt be out, ſhe dotes on ye, 
And muſt enjoy ye, el e no Joy muſt find ye. 
Alb. And have you the Patience ro deliver 11s 7 
Amin. A Siſter may ſay much, and moi, y, 
Aub. A Sifter? 
Amin. Ves, that Name undid ye, . 
Undid us both; had ye nam'd Wife, ſhe had 
And fear'd the Sin ſhe follow'd; ſhe had ſl. unn 
Her Virgin Modeſty had not touch'd at ye. 
But thinking you were free, hath kindled a Fire, 
I fear will hardly be extinguiſh'd: 
Alb. Indeed I play'd the Fool. 
Amin. O my beſt Sir, take head, 
Take heed of Lies. Truth, though it trouble ſome Minds, 
Some wicked Minds, that are both dark and dangerous, 
Yet it preſerves it ſelf, comes off pure, innocent, 
And like the Sun, though never fo eclips' d, 
Muſt break in Glory. O Sir, lie no more. 
Alb. Ye have read me a fair Lecture, 
And put a Spell upon my Tongue for feigning. 
But how will you counſel now? 
Amin. Ve muſt ſtudy to forget me. 
Alb. How? 
Amin. Be patient. 
Be wiſe and patient, it concerns ye highly. 
Can ye lay by our Loves? But why ſhould I doubt it? 
Ye are a Man, and Man may ſhift Affections, 
Tis held no Sin. To come to the Point, 
Ye muſt loſe me; many and mighty Reaſons, 
Alb. Hear me, Aminta; 
Have you a Man that loves you. too, that feeds ye, 
That ſends ye Liberty? Has this great Governeſs 
A noble Son too, young, and apt to catch ye? 
Am TI, becauſe 1 am in Bonds, and miſerable, 
My Health decay'd, my 122 and Strength Half blaſter, 
& | 17 
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My Fortune, like my waining ſelf, for this deſpis'd ? 
Am I for this forſaken? A new Lave chats.” 
And my Aﬀections, like my Fortunes, Wanderers: £ 
Take heed of lying, you that chid me for it; 
And ſhew'd how deep a Sin it was, and dangerous. 
Take heed your ſelf, you ſwore you lov'd me dearly ; 
No few, nor little Oaths you ſwore, Aminta, 
Thoſe ſeal'd with no ſmall Faith, I then aſſur d my elf. 
O ſeek no new ways to cozen Truth. 

Amin. I do not. 
By Love it ſelf J love thee, 


And ever muſt, nor can all Deaths diſſolve it. C 


Alb. Why do you urge me thus then ? = 
Amin, For your ſafety, E 85 
To preſerve your Life. 


Alb. My Lite, I do confeſs, is hers, 


She pives it, 


And let her take it back, I yield it. 
My Love's entirely thine, none ſhall touch at it; 
None, my Aminta, none. 

Amin, Ye have made me happy, 
And now I know ye are mine, Fortune, I ſcorn thee. 
Go to your reſt, and Pl] fit by ye; 
Whilſt I have time I'll be your Mae: and comfort ye, 
For only I am truſted : You ſhall want nothing, 
Not a liberty that I can ſteal je. 

Alb. May we not celebrate our Loves, Aminta? 
And where our Wiſhes cannot meer. 

Amin. You are wanton, 
But with cold Kiſſes I'll 2 allay that Fever; 
Look for no more, and that in private too. 
Believe me, I thall bluſh elſe. 
Eut, let's conſider, we are both loſt elſe. 

Alb. Let's in, and prevent Fate. [Exe. 

Euter Crocale, Juletra, Tibalt and Maſter. 


Tib. You do well to air us, Ladies, we ſhall be muſty elſe. 
What are your wiſe Wills now.? 


Ero. You are very crank ſtill. F 
Tib. As crank as a Holy Frier fed with Hail-ſtones. 
Bur do ye bring us out to bait, like Bulls? aa 

aft, 


A 
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Maſt. Or are you weary of the Charge ye are at? 
Turn us abroad again, let's jog, Ladies; 
We are groſs, and courſe, unfit for your ſweet Pleaſures. 
Tib. Knock off our Shoes, and turn's to Graſs. 
Cro. You are determined 
Still to be ſtubborn then? it well becomes ye. : 
Tib. An Humour, Lady, that contents a Priſoner. 
A ſullen fit ſometimes ſcrves for a ſecond Courſe, 
Ful. Ye may as well be kind, 
And gain our Favours; gain Meat and Drink, 
And Lodging to reſt your Bones. 
Tib. My Bones have bore me thus long, 
And had their ſhare of Pains and Recreations; 
If they fail now, they are no fair Companions. 
Cro. Are ye thus harſh to all our Sex? 
Maſt. We cannot be merry without a Fidler, 
Pray ſtri ke up your Tabors, Ladics. 
Cro. The Fools deſpiſe u. 
7ul. We know ye are very hungry now. 
Tib. Ves, 'tis very wholſome, Ladies 0 


For we that have groſs Bodies, muſt be\careful. 
Have ye no piercing Air to ſtir our Stomachs? 

We are beholding to ye for our Ordinary. 

Jul. Why Slaves, tis in our power to hang ye. 

Maſt. Very ukely. 

Tis in our powers then to be bang'd, and ſcorn ye. 
Hanging's as ſweet to us, as dreaming to you. 3 

Cro. Come, be more courteous. (Neceſſaries. 

Jul. Do, and then ye ſhall be pleas'd, and have all 

Tib. Give me ſome Ratsbane then. „ 

Cro, And why Ratsbane, Monſicur? - 

Tib. We live like Vermine here, and eat up your Cheeſe, 
Your mouldy Cheeſe, that none but Rats would bite at; 
Therefore 'tis juſt that Ratsbane ſhould reward us. 

e are unprofitable, and our Ploughs are broken; 
There is no hope of Hirvelt this Year, Ladies. 

Jul. Ve ſhall have all content. 

Maſt. Ay, and we'll ſerve your Uſes. AN IIS 
I had rather ſerve Hogs, there's more delight in't; 
Your greedy Appetites are never ſatisfied ; 
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Juſt like hungry Came's, lceping or waking 
You chew the Cud ſtill. 

0 By this Hand we'll ſtarve ye. 

Maſt. Tis a noble Courteſie. 
1 had as lief ye ſhould famiſh me, as founder me; 
To be jaded to Death, is only fir for a Hackney. 
Here be certain "Tarts of Tarr about me, 
And parcels of Potargo in my Jerkin, 
As long as theſe laſt. 

Jul. Which will not laſt ever. 

Tib. Then we'll Eat one another like good * 
A Shoulder of his for a Haunch of mine. 

Jul. Tis excellent. 

Tib. Twill be as we'll dreſs it, Ladies. 

Cro. Why ſure ye are not Men? 

Maſt. Ye had beſt come ſearch us, 
A Seaman is ſeldom without a ſalt Ecle. 

T:b. I am bad enough, | 
And in my nature a notorious Wencher ; 
And yet ye make me bluſh at your Immodeſty. 
Tell me, good Maſter, didſt ever ſee ſuch things? 


SS 
3 8 


Maſt. I could like dem, tho” they were lewdly given, 


If they could ſay no. 
Tib. Well, ye may hang, or ſtarve us; 
But your commanding Impudence ſhall never fear us. 


* 


Had ye by bluſhing Signs, ſoft Cunnings, crept into us, 
And ſhew'd us your Neceſſities; we had met your pur- 
Supply'd your wants. We are no Saints, Ladies; (poſes, 


I love a good Wench as | love my Life, 

And with my Life I will maintain my Love ; 
But ſuch a ſordid Impudence III ſpit at. 

Let's to our Dens again. Come, noble Maſter. 
You know our Minds, Ladies: 


This is the Faith in which we'll die. [Exe. Ti, and Maſt, 


Cro. I do admire 'em. 

Jul. They are noble Fellows, 
And they ſhall not want, for this, 

Cro. But ſee, Clarinda comes. 


Farewel, I'll to my Charge. [Exit. 
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Enter Clarinda. 
Cla, Bring out thoſe Priſoners now, 
And let me tee em, and hear their buſineſs. 
Jul. I will, Madam. [ Exit, 
Aa. I hope ſhe hath prevail'd upon her Brother. 
She has a ſweet Tongue, and can deſcribe the Happineſs 
My Love is ready to fling on him. 
And ſure he muſt be glad, for certain, wonder, 
And bleſs the hour that brought him to this land. 
Ilong to hear the full Joy that he labours with. 
Euter Juletta, Morillat, Franville, and Lamure. 
Mor. Bleſs thy Divine Beauty. | 
Fran, Mirror of Sweetneſs. 
Lam. Ever-ſpringing Brightneſs. 1 
Cla. Nay, ſtand up Gentlemen, and leave your Flatteries. 
Mor. She calls us Gentlemen, ſure we ſhall have ſome 
Ca. I am a mortal Creature, (Meat now. 
Worſhip Heav'n, and give theſe Attributes 
To their Divinities. Merbinks ye look but thin. 
Mor. Oh we are ſtarv'd, immortal Beauty. 
Lam, We are all poor ſtarv'd Knaves. 
Han. Neither Liberty nor Meat, Lady. (ſweet Men, 
Mor. We were handſome Men, and Gentlemen, and 
And were onee gracious in the Eyes of Beauties; 
But now we look like Rogues, 
Like poor ſtarv'd Rogues. 
Cla. What would ye do, if ye were to die now ? 
Fran. Alas, we were prepar'd. If you will hang us, 
Let's have a good Meal or two to die with, 
To put's in heart. 8 | 
Mor. Or if you'll drown us, 
Let's be drunk firſt, that we may die merrily, 
And bleſs the Founders. . 
Cla. Ye fhalil not die ſo haſtily. 
Whar dare ye do to deſerve my Favour ? 
Lam. Put us to any Service. | 
Fran. Any Bondage, 
Tur + os OEM | 
Mar, We'll get a world of Children, 
Far we know ye are hainouſly unprovided that way, : 


SA 
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And ye ſhall beat us when we offend ye; 

Beat us abundantly, and rake our Meat from us. (ones, 
Cla. Theſe are weak abject things, that ſhew ye poor 

What's the great Service ye ſo oft have threatned, * 

If ye might ſe e e me, and win my F avour? 


> Ful. I bat buſineſs of Diſcover F 


Mor. Oh III tell ye Lady. 
Lam. And ſo will J. 
Fran. And l. 
Pray let me ſpeak firſt. 
Mor. Good, no confuſion. a 
We are before a Lady that knows Manners; 
And by the next Meat I ſhall eat, *tis certain, 
This little Geftlewoman that was taken with us, 
cla. Vour Captain's Siſter, ſhe you mean. 
Mar. Ay, ay, ſhe's the buſineſs that we would open to ye. 
You are cozen'd in her. 
Lam, How, what is't you would 49! 
Fran. She is no Siſter. 
Mor. Good Sirs, how quick you are. 
She is no Siſter, adam. a 
Fran. She is his 
Mr. Peace, I ſay. 
Cla. What is he? 
Mor. Faith, ſweet Lady, | 
She is, as a Man would lays. his 
Cla. What? 
: Lam. His Miſtrek. 
Mor. Or, as ſome new Tranſlators read, 11 — 
cla. Oh me! 
Mor. And why he ſhould delude you thus, 
- Unleſs-he meant ſome Villany? Theſe ten Weeks 
He has had her ar Sea, for his. own proper Appetite. 
Lam. His Cabin mate, I'll aflure ye. 
Cla. No Siſter, ſay ye? 
Mor. No more than I am Brother to your Beauty. 


I know not why heſhoutd juggle thus. 


C. Do not lie to me. | 

Mor. If ye find me lie, Lady, hang me empty. 

"os How am 1 fool'd? 3 e 
| Away 


New Miſery! 1 

Fran. Nor Meat nor Thanks for all this. [ Exit. 

Cla. Make em more wretched. 

Oh I could burſt ! curſe and kill now, 

Kill ary thing I meet. Juletta, follow me, 

And call the reſt along. | | 

Ful. We follow, Madam. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Albert and Aminta. Es 

Amin. I muſt be gone now, elle ſhe may ſuſpe& me; 

| How ſhall I anſwer her? 

Alb. Tell her directly. 

Amin, That were too ſudden, too improvident; 

Fires of this Nature muſt be put out cunningly, 

| They'll waſte all come near em elſe. 

| Farewel once more. 

Alb. Farcwel, 

And keep my Love entire. 

= Nay, kiſs me once again, methinks we ſhould not part. 

Amin. Oh be wile, Sir. | 

Alb. Nay, one Kiſs more. 

Amin. Indeed you're wanton ; | 

We may be taken too. RE 

Enter Clarinda, Juletta, Crocale and Hippolita. 

= Cz. Out, thou bafe Woman. 5 

ul ſhoot em both. 

= Cro. Nay ſtay, brave Lady, hold; 

A ſudden Death cuts off a nobler Vengeance. 

= Cla. Am I made Bawd to your laſcivious Meetings? 

Are ye grown ſo wiſe in Sin? 

Shut up that Villany; and Arrah, 

= Now expect my utmoſt Anger. 

Let him there ſtarve. 5 

Alb. I mock at your Miſchiefs. [ Exit. 

= Ca, Tie that falſe Witch unto that Tree, 

We There let that ſavage Beaſts 

W Gnaw off her Sweetneſs, and Snakes 

Embrace her Beauties; tie her, and watch 

That none relieve her. 125 
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We could wiſh ye better Fortune, Lady, 
But are not help ye. 
Amin. Be your own Friends, I thank ye. 
Now only my laſt audit, and my greateſt; 
Oh Heav'n, be kind unto me, 
And if it be thy Will, preſerve. 


Enter Raymond. 
Ray. Who is this ? 


Sure 'tis a Woman, I have trode this Place, 
And found much footing ; now I know *tis peop!'&- 


Ha, let me ſee! tis her Face. 
Oh Heav'n! turn this way, Maid. 
Amin. Oh Raymond, oh Brother. 
| Ray. Her Tongue too ; tis wy Siſter z what rud: 


| Nay kiſs me firſt, Oh Joy (Hand ! 


70 Fly, fly, dear Brother, 
You are loft elſe. 

Jul. A Man, a , a new Man. 

Ray. What are theſe? 

Enter Juletta, Crocale, and Clarinda. 

CY. An Enemy, an Enemy. 

Cla. Diſpatch him, 
Take him off, ſhoot him ſtraight, 

Ray. 1 dare not uſe my Sword, Ladies, 
Againſt ſuch comely Foes, 

Amin. Oh Brother, Brother! 

Cl. Away with 'em, and in dark Priſons bind 'em. 
One word reply'd, ye die both. 


Now brave Mother, follow thy noble Anger, 


And Fl * the. Ln 


Enter Roſella, Clarinda, Crocale, Juletta, and Hippolits 


: aw | Am deaf to all your Intreaties ; ſhe that move 


For Pity or Compaſſion to theſe Pirats, (mv 
Digs up her Father's, or her Brother's T amb, 


And ſpurns about their Aſhes, C0 ouldl 


= 
5 1 
=; 
= 
1 
a 
4 by N 
Br. 
5 
- 
* 
— 
| 
* 
8 
_ 
.— 
8 
'S 
3 
—S 
* 
1 = 
"a 
x 
= 
1 
. 
En * 
1 
3 
= 
5 7 
_ 
= 
A 
_. ö 
1 
% 
WW 
4 . 4 
TY 
= 
—_— 
E 
Ry 
* 


3 — 


1 


by 5 
+ : 
p = 
1 
* 
Tr, 

3 94 
1 EAT 
A 9 

1 14 
1 
* % 
3 94 
1 4i 
4 4 . 
FF: 44 
18 . 
0 | 2 
L N : | 
- op 4 :M 
KF, 4 
* 11 
y 4 3! 
* K. 

4 0 
£. * 
8 q of 2, 

9 
i" 
. 3 

7 


; Wah) 
4 q 
J 1. 
$ 4 L. 
i'Þ ? * 
| ' 
N N 7 
* 1 5 
* 4 
: 
t 53 
* 
9 79 
2 
4 
* 3 1 
* 


— 
3 


— 
n 
fo 


The Sea-V, Oyage. | 3359 
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Couldſt thou remember what a Father thou hadſt once, 
| 'Twould ſteel thy Heart againſt all fooliſh Pity, (braces, 
By his Memory, and the remembrance of his dear Em- 
I am taught, that in a noble cauſe Revenge is noble; 
And they ſhall fall the Sacrifices, to appeaſe | 
His wandring Ghoſt, and my incenſed Fury. 
Cla. The new come Priſoner too ! 
Roſ. He too; yet that we may learn 
Whether they are the ſame, or near ally'd | ; 
To thoſe that forc'd me to this cruel Courſe, 
| Better their poor Allowance, and permit em 
To meet together, and confer, ” 
Within the diſtance of your Ear; perhaps £ 
| They may diſcover ſomething that may kill ; 
Deſpair in me, and be a means to ſave em 
From certain Ruin. 5 
Cro. That ſhall be my Charge. 
Roſ. Yet to prevent f 
All hope of reſcue; for this new- come Captain 
Hath both a Ship and Men not far from us, 
Though ignorant to find the only Port, 
That can yield Entrance to our happy Ifland, 
Guard the Place ſtrongly, and e'er the next Sun 
Ends his diurnal Progreſs, I will be : 
W Hipiy in my Revenge, or ſet 'em free. [ Exennt . 
W Enter Crocale, Juletta, and Hippolita, A Table furniſh'd. 
= Co. So, ſerve it plentifully, 
And | {c not time to enquire the cauſe ; | 
There is a main deſign that hangs upon this Bounty. 
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ee the Fable furniſht with Wine too, 
W 1h: diſcovers S crets which Tortures cannot open; 
Open the Noors too of the feveral Priſons, : 
And give all free Entrance into this Room- 
Undiſcoyer'd J can here mark all. 
= Enter Tibalt and Maſter. 
ec Captain Careleſs, and the tough Ship-maſter, 
be Slaves are nos like Vultures, 
How wild they look ! 

Tib. Ha, the Myſtery of this, 
Some good Hob-goblin riſe and reveal. 


= 
= 


Maſt, 


% 
2 
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Maſt. I'm amazed at it; nor can I ſound the Intent. 


Tib. Is not this Bread; 
Subſtantial Bread, not painted? 

Maſt. But take heed, 
You may be poiſoned. 

Tib. 1 am ſure J am famiſh'd; 
And Famine, as the wiſe Man ſays, 
Gripes the Guts as much as any Mineral. 
'This may be Treacle ſent to preſerve me 


| Afﬀeer a long Faſt; or be it Vipers Spittle, 


I'll run the hazard. 


Maſt. We are paſt all fear, Pl take part with ye. 
Tib. Do; and now Ytaith, how d' ye feel your ſelf? 


I find great caſe in't. W hat's here; 

Wine, and it be thy Will; 

Strong luſty Wine. Well, Fools may talk 
Of 1ythridate, Cordials, and Elixirs ; 
But from my Youth this was my only Phyſick. 
Here's a Colour, what Lady's Cheek, 
Though cerus'd over, comes near it? 

It ſparkles too; hangs out Diamonds. 

Oh my Sweet-heart, how I will hug thee, 
Again, and again! They are poor Drunkards, 
And not worth thy Favours, 


har number thy moiſt Kiſſes in theſe Cryſtals. 


Maſi. But Monſieur, | 
Here are Suckets, and {ſweet Diſhes. 
1:b. Tuſh, Boy's Meat, 
TI am paſt it; here's ſtrong food fit for Men 
Nectar, old Lad. Miſtreſs of merry Hearts, 


Once more I am bold with you. 


Maſt. Take heed, Man, 
Too much will breed Diſtemper. 
Tib. Haſt thou liv'd at Sa 
The moſt part of thy Life, where to be ſober, 


While wE&have Wine aboard, is capital Treaſon; 


And doſt thou preach Sobriety ? 
Maſt. Prethee forbear, 


We may offend in it; we know not for whom 


1 was provided. 


3 
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Tib. 1 am ſure for me; therefore footra, 
When I am full, let em hang me, I care not. 
Enter Albert, Aminta, Raymond, Lamure, Morillat, 
and Franville, ſeverally. Py 
| Maſt. This has been his Temper ever. 
See, provoking Diſhes; candid Eringoes, 
And Potatoes. e 
ib. I'll not touch 'em, I will drink; 
But not a Bit on a March, l'll be an Eunuch rather. 
= Maſt. Who are theſe? 
= Tib. Marry, who you will; 
l keep my Text here. 
Alb. Raymond! 
Ray. Albert! 
= Tih, Away, I'Il be drunk alone; 
Keep off Rogues, or Tl belch ye into Air; 


Not a drop here. | 

Amin. Dear Brother. put not in your Eyes ſuch Anger, 
W Thoſe looks poiſon'd with Fury, ſhot at him, 
Reflect on me. Oh Brother, look milder, or 

W The Cryſtal of his Temperance OO Ne 

W Will turn 'em on your ſelt. 

= Alb, Sir, I have ſought ye lon 

= To find your Pardon; you have FJough's the Ocean, 

= To wreak you Vengeance on me, for the Rape 

Of this fair Virgin. Now our Fortune guides us 

Jo meet on ſuch hard Terms, that we need rather 
A mutual Pity of our preſent State, | 
Than to expoſtulate of Breaches paſt, 
= Which cannot be made up. And though it be 
Far from your Power, to force me to confeſs 
That I have done ye wrong, or ſuch Submiſſion - 
Failing to make my Peace, to vent your Anger; 
W You being your ſelf ſlav'd, as I to others; 

W Yet for you Siſter's ſake, her bleſſed ſake, | 
In part of Recompence of what ſhe has ſuffer'd 
For my raſh Folly z the Contagion 

Of my black Actions, catching hold upon 

Her purer Innocence, I crave your Mercy ; 

And wiſh however ſeyeral Motives kept us 


» 


From 
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From being Friends, while we had hope to live, 
Let Death, which we expect, and cannot fly from, 
End all Contention. by 

Tib. Drink upon't, *tis a good Motion; 
Rarifie it in Wine, and 'tis authentical. 

Ray. When I conſider | 
The ground of our long Difference, and look on 
Our not to be avoided Miſeries, 
It doth beget in me I know not how 
A ſoft religious Tenderneſs; which tells me, 
Though we have many faults to anſwer for 
Upon our own Account, our Father's Crimes 


Are in us puniſh'd. Oh Albert, the Courſe _ 


They took to leave us rich, was not honeſt, 
Nor can that Friendſhip laſt, which Virtue joyns not. 
When firſt they forc'd the induſtrious Portugals 
From their Plantations in the Happy lands. 

Cro. This is that I watch for. 

Ray. And did omit no Tyranny, which Men, 
Inured to Spoil and Miſchief, could inflict, 
On the griev'd Sufferers; when by lawleſs Rapine 
They reap'd the Harveſt, which their Labourers ſow'd; 
And not content to force 'em from their dwelling, 
But laid for em at Sea, to raviſh from em 
The laſt remainder of their Wealth; then, then, 
After a long purſuit, each doubting other, 
As guilty of the Portugals eſcape, 
They did begin to Quarrel, like in Men; 
(Forgive my Piety, that I call em ſo) _ 
No longer Love or Correſpondence holds, 
Than it is cemented with prey or profit: 
Then did they turn theſe Swords they oft had bloody'd 
With innocent Gore, upon their wretched ſelves, 
And paid the forfeir of their Cruelty © 
Shewn to Sebaſtian, and his Colony, 
By being fatal Enemies to each other. 
Thence grew Aminta's Rape, atid my defire 
To be reveng'd. And now obſerve the iſſue; 


As they for ſpoil ever forgot Compaſſion 


To Women, (who ſhould be exempted 
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From the Extremities of a lawful War 

We now, young able Men, are fall'n into 
The Hands of Women; that, againſt the ſoft 
Tenderneſs familiar to their Sex, 
Will ſhew no Mercy. | 
Enter Crocale. 

Co. None, unleſs you ſhew us 
Our long loſt Husbands, | 
We are thoſe Portugals you talk'd of. 

Ray a... 
met upon the Sea in a tall Ship 
Two Portugals, famiſh'd almoſt to Neath. 

Tib. Our Ship, by this Wine, 

And thoſe the Rogues that ſtole her, 
Left us to famiſh in the barren Iſlands. 

Ray. Some ſuch Tale they told me, 

And ſomething of a Woman, which I find 
To be my Sitter, © © 
So. Where are theſe Men? 

Ray. left em, . | 
Suppoſing they had deluded me with forg'd Tales, 

In the Iſland, where they ſaid : 
They had liv'd many Years, the wretched Owners 
Of a huge maſs of Treaſure. | 

Alb. The ſame Men; and that the fatal Muck 
We quarrell'd for. 

Co. They were Portugals, you ſay. 

Ray. So they profeſs'd. 

Cro. They may prove ſuch Men as may fave your Lives, 
And fo much I am taken with fair hope, ns, 
That I will hazard Life to be reſolv'd on : 

How came you hither? wy 

Ray. My Ship lies by the River's Mouth, 
That can convey ye to theſe wretched Men, 
Which you defire to ſee. 355 

Cro. Back to your Priſons, * 
And pray for the Succeſs; if they be thoſe 
Which I deſire to find, you are ſafe; , 

If not, prepare to die ro Morrow 
For the World cannot redeem ye. 


— 


v 2 -_ A * - %% 
_ — — . 1 . 1 — . — 
. ——— REST RT RE 2 2 
: C 4 * 93 
— 24% ou 1 whe TR ons — * 


_ 2 0 
5 X p 


yan cl, 
. Ve 
II 


* 
5 
* > 8 
——— — 2 133 
> 2 2 Fa > 4 K 5 _ 2 > 
* 7 * eo — Sr * = Ft r — 75 5 d * K my _—_— . i SIM 4 q 
2, rr ore r _ N mr n * n 6 0m <2 — 8 K. 7 — IE" * F 8 — . 9 
Y 5 N »7 * = —— & s omg "2 2 * — - Wy to "+ a: "AP ci wy ew wr Lu O 4 o __ q 7 Sa 2 
= . ＋ A Reer, n 2 ee — * . 2 S Te * 2 — — — r 1 7 — — va 0 5 25 of — x03 
— — — 2 c _— 8 = —_ a — 4 2 CID IB z 5s \ , 0 A* 0 r — 
5 — ETSY FR EY — — me 60m 4 oe i * —— — = nee, - 


— 

2 ——— 425 
>. 4 SEND 
„ 


* 
bY 
of 
WE 
* 
3 
3 
4 
13 
* 
» 
* 
1 
5 
+ 
4 
Te. 
3s. 
4 
; 
: 3 
- 
* 
* 
9 
; 
. 
\*Y 

* 85 . 
6 if 

8 
8 

1 

1 
. 

19 

1 

* Rt 

19 

__ 

T 

- 
N 

5 

LY 

x t 

1 / 

=__ 
4 

. 
- }- 

 £ Ht 

a: 
1 
4 

1 

: 

WW: ; 

=. 

. 
Ls. 

Un 7 
"Nl 

O 

1 

1 

: WE 

+ 
9 
U. 

9 
*. 

» B% 
170 
1 
[IT] 
197 
In 

: * 
== 
12 

+ 
4 

1 

[ 

! 
1 
1 
30 
1 
7 
4 
ko - 
Y - 
i 
+34 
* 75 3: 
1 
7 $4 
+1 
* 
F q* 
M i 
4 


_— TY. 
23 — [—i 4 


Alb. 


For either Fortune. 
Lib. What muſt become of me now, 3 
Fhat I am not diſmiſs'd? 3 


F Lady r-me,-and 1 ted 


| Who ſeems to invite us to her. 
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Alb. However, we are arm'd 


Cro. Oh Sir, I purpoſe 
To have your Company. TRE 
Tib. Take heed, wicked Woman, 
I am apt to Miſchief now. 
Cro. You cannot be ſo unkind, 
To her that gives you Liberty. 
_ Tb. No, | ſhall be too kind, that's the Devil on't: 
I have had ſtore of good Wine; and when I am drank 


Lay about me like a Lord; I feel ſtrange Motions ; 
Avoid me, 1 | 6 
Go. Come, Sir, P11 help ye in.  [Exeun, 
Enter Sebaſtian = Nicuſa. . 
Nic. What may that be 
That moves upon the Lake? 
Seb. Still it draws nearer, 
And now I plainly can diſcern it. 
Tis the French Ship. 
Nic. In it a Woman, 


Seb. Still ſhe calls with Signs of Love to haſten to her, 
So lovely hope doth ſtill appear; gs 
I feel nor Age, nor Weakneſs. | 
Nic. Though it bring Death, 
To us *tis Comfort; and deſerves a meeting. 
Or elſe Fortune tir'd with what we have ſuffer'd, 
And in it overcome, as it may be, 


Now ſets a Period to our Milery. I Exeunt. 
. [ Horrid Muſick, | 
Enter ſeverally, Raymond, Albert, and Aminta, . 
Ray. What dreadful ſounds are thele ? 1 
Amin. Infernal Muſick, 5 = ' 
Fit for a bloody Feaſt. | | = 


Alb. It ſeems prepar'd 


To kill our Courages, e er they divorce 
MM i ; Our 
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Our Souls and Bodies. | 


Ray. But they that fearleſs fall, 
Deprive them of their Triumph. 


IA Altar prepar'd. 
Euter Roſſillia, Clarinda, Juletta, Hippolita, &c. 
Amin. See the Furies, 

In their full trim of Cruelty. 

Roſ. Tis the laſt | 

Duty that I can pay to my dead Lord; 

Set out the Altar, I my ſelf will be 5 

The Prieſt, and boldly do thoſe horrid Rites 

You ſhake to think on; lead theſe Captains nearer, 

For they ſhall have the Honour to fall frit 

To my Sebaſtian's Aſhes; and now Wretches, 

As I am taught already, that you are, 

= And lately by your free Confeſſion, | 

= Fench Pirates, and the Sons of thoſe I hate, 

= Even equal with the Devil; hear with Horror, 

= What 'tis invites me to this cruel Courle, 

And what you are to ſuffer, no Amazons wes, 

But Women of Portugal, that muſt have from you 

Sebaſtian and Nicuſa; we are they . 

That groan'd beneath your Fathers W rongs : 

We ate thoſe wretched Women, 

heir Injuries purſu'd, and overtook; ; 

And from the ſad Remembrance of our Loſſes 

We arc taught to be cruel; when we were ford d 

From that ſweet Air we breath'd in, by their Rapine, 

And ſought a Place of being; as the Seas 

And Winds conſpir'd with their ill Purpoſes, 

= To load us with Afflictions in a Storm IE 

That fell upon us; the two Ships that brought us, 

To ſeek new Fortunes in an unknown World 

Were ſevered ; the one bore all the able Men, 

Dur Treaſure and our Jewels; in the other, 

We Women were embrark'd, and fell ufon. 
After long toſſing in the troubled Main, 
This pleaſant Iſland; but in few Months, 
The Men that did conduct us hither, dy'd. a 
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To end our Lives; bur when you arriv'd here, 


We long before had given our Husbands loſt: 
Remembring what we had (uffer'd by the French, 
We took a folemn Oath, never to admit 

The curs'd Society of Men: Neceſſity 

Taught us thoſe Arts, not uſual to our Sex, 

And the fertile Earth yielding abundance to us, 
We did reſolve, thus ſhap'd like Amazons 


And brought as Preſents to us, our own Jewels, 
Thoſe which were born in the other Ship, 
How can ye hope to {cape our Vengeance ? 
Amint. It boots not then to {wear our Innocence? 
Alb. Or that we never forc'd it from the Owners? 
Ray. Or that there are a Remnant of that Wrack, 
And not fay off? 
Roſ. All affirm, I know, hs 
Is but to win time; therefore prepare your Throats, 
'The World ſhall not redeem ye ; and that your Cries 
May find no Entrance to our Ears, 
To move Pity in any, bid loud Muſick ſound 
Their fatal Knells; if ye have Prayers uſe em quickly, 
To any Power will own ye; but ha! 

Enter Crocale, Sebaſtian; Nicuſa and Tibalt. 
Who are theſe? What Spectacles of Misfortune? 
Why are their Looks 
So full of Joy and Wonder? 

Cro. Oh! Lay by 
Theſe Inſtruments of Death, and welcome 
To your Arms, what you durſt never hope to imbrace: 
This is Sebaſtian, this Nicuſa, Madam: 5 
Preſerv'd by Miracle: Look up, dear Sir. Bo 
And know your own Raſſella; be not loſt =p 
In Wonder and Amazement; or if Nature 
Can, by Inſtinct, inſtruc you what it is, 
To be bleſſed with the Name of Father, 
Freely enjoy it in this fair Virgin. 

Seb. Though my Miſeries, 
And many Years of Wants I have endur'd, 
May well deprive me of the Mcmory 
Of all Joys paſt; yet looking on this Building, 
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This 
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This ruin'd Building of a heav'nly Form 

In my Rolla; I muſt remember, I am Sebaſtian. 
Roſ. Oh my Joys! 

Seb. And here, 

I ſee a perfect Model of thy ſelf, 


As thou wert when thy > th firſt made thee mine: 
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Theſe Cheeks and Fronts, though wrinkled now with 
Which Art cannot reſtore, had equal Pureneſs (Time 
Of natural white and red, and as much raviſhing : 
Which by fair Order and Succeſſion, 
I ſee deſcend on herz and may thy Virtues : 
Wind into her Form, and make her a pertect Dower, 
No Part of thy ſweet Goodneſs wanting to her. 
J will not now Ryflla, ask thy Fortunes, 
Nor trouble thee with hearing mine; 
Thoſe ſhall hereaftcr ſerve to make glad Hours 
In their Relation: All paſt Wrongs forgot; 
I'm glad to fee you, Gentlemen; but moſt, 
That it is in my Power to fave your Lives; 
= You fav'd ours, when we were near ſtarv'd at Sea, 
And [ deſpair not, for if ſhe be mine, 
BB H&vyj/lla can deny Sebaſtian nothing. 
Roſ. She does give up her ſelf, 9 
Her Power and Joys, and all, to you, 
To be diſcharged of 'em as too burthenſome; 
Welcome in any Shape. 
Seb. Sir, in your Looks, 
read your Suit of my Clarinda; ſhe is yours; 
And Lady, if it be in me to confirm 
Your Hopes in this brave Gentleman, 
Preſume I am your Servant. 
Alb. We thank you, Sir: 
Amin. Oh happy Hour! 
Alb. O my dear Aminta; 
Now all our Fears are ended. 
Tib. Here I fix; ſhe's Mettle, 
Steel to the Back, and will cut my leaden Dagger, 
f not ugd with Diſcretion. a | 
Co. You are ſtill no Changeling. 
LI Seb. 
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That makes of deadly Enemies, faithful Friends. 
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Seb. Nay, 4 | 
All look chearfully, for none ſhall be 
Deny'd their lawful Wiſhes; when a while 


We have here refreſh'd our ſelves, we'll return. 
Toour ſeveral homes; and well that Voyage ends, 


[ Exeunt omnes 
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Dramatis Perſon. 

M E N. 

IR Perfidious Oldcraft, an old Knight, « 
great Admirer of Wit. 
Waitty-pate Oldcraft, His Father's own: Son. 

Sir Gregory Fop, 4 witleſs Lord of Land. 
Cunningham, à diſcreet Gentleman, Sir Gregory's 


Comrade and Jupplanter. 
Sir Ruinous Gentry, 4 1 


5 Tuo ſharking 
Knight, | 
Priſcian, a poor Scholar, Companions. 
Pompey Doodle, 4 Clown, Sir Gregory's Man, 4 

piece of Puff-paſte, like his Maſter. 
Mr. Credulous, Nephew to Sir Perfidious, 4 ſhal- 
low-brain'd Scholar. 


WOMEN. 


Neice to Sir Perfidious, a rich and witty Heir. 

Lady Ruinous, Wife to Sir Ruinous. 8 

Guardieneſs to Sir Perfidious his Neice, an old 
doting Croane. mY 93 


Mirabell, the Guardianeſs's Niece. 
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I. SCENE I. 


Enter Sir Prefidious Old- craft, an old Knight, 
and Witty-pate his Son. 


II II. 


R. I'm no Boy, I'm deep in one and 
„ NN twenty, 


The ſecond Year's approaching 

Old K. A fine time pet 
For a Youth to live by his Wits then, I 
ſhould think, 
If &er he mean to make Account of any. 

Witty. Wits, Sir? 

Old K. Ay Wits, Sir; if it be ſo ſtrange to thee, 
I'm ſorry 1 ſpent that time to get a Fool, 


l might have imploy'd my Pains a great deal better; 
= Thou knowſt all that I have, I ha got by my Wits, 
And yet to ſee how urgent thou art too; 
It grieves me thou art ſo degenerate 
To trouble me for Means, I never offer'd it 
My Parents from a School-boy, paſt Nineteen once. 
See what theſe Times are grown to, before Twenty 
I ruſh'd into the World, which is indeed 
Much like the Art of ſwimming, he that will attain tot 
Muſt fall Plump, and duck himſelf at firſt, 
And that will make him hardy and advent'rous, 
And nor ſtand putting in one Foot, and ſhiver, 


LI 4 And 
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And then draw t'other after, like a Quake- buttock; 
Well he may make a Padler i'th' World, 

From Hand to Mouth, but never a brave Swimmer, 
Born up by th' Chin, as I bore up my ſelf, 

With my ſtrong Induſtry that never ftaild me; 

For he that lycs born up with Patrimonies, 


Looks like a long great Aſs that ſwims with Bladders, 


Come but one Prick of adverſe Fortune to him 
He ſinks, becauſe he never cry'd to ſwim, | 
When Wir plays with the Billows that choak'd him, 
Witty, Why is it not a Faſhion for a Father, Sir, 
Our of his yearly thouſands, to allow 
His only Son a competent Brace of Hundreds * 
Or ſuch a Toy ? 
Old K. Yes, if he mean to ſpoil him, 
Or mar his Wits he may, bur never I, 
This is my Humour, Sir, which you'll "find conſtant; 
I love Wit ſo well, becauſe I liv'd by't, 
That Tl give no Man Power out of my Means to hurt it, 
And that's a kind of Gratitude to my Raiſer, 
W hich great ones oft forget; 1 admire much 
This Age's Dulneſs, when I ſcarce writ Man 
The firſt Degree that e er I took in thriving, 
I lay Intelligencer cloſe for wenching, 
Could give this Lord or Knight a true Certificate 
Of all the Maiden-Heads extant, how many lay 


Mongſt Chamber-maids, how many *'mongft Exchange, | 


” hough never many there I muſt conſeſs, 
They have a Trick to utter Ware ſo faſt; 
1 ey which Lady had a Mind to fall, 
Which Gentlewoman new divorc'd, which Tradeſman 
The Price of every Sinner to a Hair, 

And where to raiſe each Price; which were the mer 
'That would give Velver petticoats, Tiſſue Gowns, 
Which Pieces, Angels, Suppers, and half Crowns; 

I knew how to match, and make my Market. 
Could give I ntelligence where the Pox lay leidger, 
And then to ſec the Letchers ſhift a Point, 

'T'was Sport and Profit too; how they would ſhun 
Their a or'd Miſtreſs $ Chambers and rue . 
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Like Rats from burning Houſes; ſo brought I 


My Clyents the Game ſtill ſafe together, 


And noble Gameſters lov'd me, and I felt it. 
E Give me a Man that lives by his Wits, ſay I, 


And's never left a Groat, there's the true Gallant. 


1 When I grew ſomewhat purſie, 1 grew then 


In Mens opinions too, and confidences, 
They put things call'd Executorſhips upon me, 
The charge of Orphans, little ſenſeleſs Creatures, 


I Whom in their Childhoods l bound forth to Felt- makers, 


To make em loſe, and work away their Gentry, 
Diſguiſe their render Natures with hard Cuſtom, 
So wrought em out in time, there I riſe ungently, 
Nor do I fear to diſcourſe this unto thee, 


Im arm'd at all points againſt Treachery, 


I hold my Humour firm; if I can ſee thee thrive by 
Thy Wits while I live, I hall have the more courage 
To truſt thee with my Lands when I dye; if not, 
The next beſt Wit I can hear of, carries 'em: 
For fince in my timeandknowledge, ſo many rich Children 
Of the City conclude in Beggary, I'd rather 15 
Make a wiſe Stranger my Executor, than a fooliſh 
Son my Heir, and to have my Lands call'd after my 
Wit, than after my Name; and that's my Nature. 

Witty. Tis a ſtrange harſh one, .muſt I ſtill ſhift then? 
I come, brave Cheats, once to my Trade again, ; 
And I'll ply't harder now than &er I did fort; 
You'll part with nothing then, Sir? 

Old K. Not a jot, Sir. | 

Witty. Tf I ſhould ask you Bleſſing e'er I go, Sir, 
think you would not give't me. 

Old K. Let me but hear thou liv'ſt by thy Wits once 
Thou ſhalt have any thing, thou'rt none of mine elſe, 
Then why ſhould 1 take care for thee ? 

Witty. Thank your Bounty. [ Exit. 
Od K. So Wealth love me, and long Life, I beſcech it, 
AS I do love the Man that lives by his Wits, : 
He comes ſo near my Nature; I'm grown old now, 
And even arriv'd at my laſt Cheat I fear me, 
But twill make ſhift to bury me, by day-light too, 


And 
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Old K. How now, what's that, Sir? 
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And diſcharge all my Legacies, tis ſo wealthy, 

And never trouble any Intereſt Mony: 

I've yet a Neice to wed, over whoſe ſteps 

I have plac'd a truſty watchtul Guardianeſs, 

For fear ſome poor Earl ſteal her, t has been threat'ne 

To redeem mortgag'd Land, but he ſhall miſs on't; 

To prevent which, 1 have fought out a Match for her, 

Fop of Fop-Hall, he writes himſelf, I take it, 

The ancient'ſt Fop in England, with whom I've privately 

Compounded for the third part of her Portion, 

Enter Sir Gregory Fop, and Cunningham. 

And ſhe ſcems pleas d, ſo two parts reft with me, 

He's come; Sir Gregory, welcome; what's he, Sir? 

Sir Greg. Young Cunningham, a Norfolk Gentleman, 

One that has liv*d upon the Fops, my Kindred, 

Ever ſince my remembrance; he's a Wit indeed, 

And we all ſtrive to have him, nay, *tis certain 

Some of our Name has gone to Law for him; 

Now 'tis my turn to keep him, and indeed 

He's plaguy chargeable, as all your Wits are, 

Bur I will give him over when [I liſt, 

I ha' us'd Wits ſo before. (off 
Old K. Il hope when you're married, Sir, you'll ſhake him 
Sir Greg. Why what do you take me to be, old Father- 

1'Law thatſhall be, do you think Vil have any of the Wt: 

hang upon me after l am married once? none of my Kin- 
dred ever had before me; but where'srhis Niece? is't afa- 


ſhion in London to marry a Woman, and never ſee her? 


Old K. Excuſe the niceneſs, Sir, that care's your Friend, 
Perhaps had ſhe been ſeen, you had never ſeen her; 


There's many a ſpent thing call'd, and't pleaſe your Honour, 


That lies in wait for her, at firſt ſnap ſhe's a Counteſs, 
Drawn with {ix Mares through Fleerſtreet, and a Coach- 


Sitting bare-headed to their Flanders Buttocks: (man, 


This whets him on. 
Sir Greg. Pray let's clap up the buſineſs, Sir, 

I long to fee her, are you ſure you have her, 

Is ſhe not there already? Hark, hark, oh hark. 


Sir Greg. 
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Sir Greg. Every Caroach goes by, 
Goes ev'n to th' Heart of we. 
= Od K. I'll have that Doubt eas'd, Sir, 
Inſtantly eas'd, Sir Gregory, and now 1 think on't 
A Toy comes i' my Mind, ſeeing your Friend there, 
= We'll have a little ſport, give you but way to't, 
And put a trick upon her, I love Wit preciouſſy, 
Vou ſhall not be ſeen yet, we'll ſtale your Friend firſt, 
& If'r pleaſe but him to ſtand for the Anti- mas. 
= Sir Greg. Puh, he ſnall ſtand for any thing,why his Supper 
Lies i' my Breeches here, I'll make him faſt elſe. 
= Ol4K. Then come you forth more unexpectedly 
The Mask it (elf, a thouſand a Year Joynture, 
Ihe cloud, your Friends will be then drawn away, 
And only you the Beauty of the Play. (Fullers, 
Sir Greg. For Red and Black, I'll put down all your 
Let but your Neice bring White, and we have three co- 
lours. = | Exit Sir Greg. 
Old K. V'm given to underſtand you are a Mit, Sir. 
Cun. I'm one that Fortune ſhews ſmall favour to, Sir. 
Old. K. Why there you conclude it, whether you will 
or no, Sir; He Ee 
To tell you truth, I'm taken with a Wit. 
= Cum. Fowlers catch Woodcocks ſo, let not them know 
= fo much. 5 ; | | 
3 Od K. A peſtilence mazard, a Duke Humphrey Spark, 
Had rather loſe his Dinner than his Jeſt; 
IfayT love a Wit the beſt of all things. 
Gun. Always except your ſelf. 
Old K. Has giv'n't me twice now. 
Enter Neice and Guardianeſs. 
All with a breath, I thank him; but that I love a Wit 
I ſhould be heartily angry ; cuds, my Neice, 
You know the buſineſs with her. 
Cun, With a Woman? 
Iis ev'n the very ſame it was, I'm ſure, 
Five thouſand Years ago, no Fool can miſs it. 
Cld X. This is the ee I promis'd Neice, 
To preſent to your Affection. 
Un, Ware that Arrow. 


Old R. 
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Old K. Deliver me the truth now of your liking, 

Cun. I'm ſpoil'd already, that ſuch poor lean Game 
Should be found out as I am. | 
Old K. Go ſet to her, Sir- ha, ha, ha. 

Cun. How noble is this Virtue in you, Lady? 
Your Eye may ſeem to commit a thouſand ſlaughters 
On your dull Servants, which truly taſted 
Conclude all in comforts. 

Old K. Pu. 

Neice. It rather ſhews what a true Worth can make, 
Such as yours is. . 1 

Old K. And that's not worth a Groatz 
How like you him, Neice? 5 
Neice. It ſhall appear how well, Sir, 
I humbly thank you for him. 

Old K. Ha, ha, good Gullery, he does it well i' faith, 
Light, as if he meant to purchaſe Lip-land there: 
Hold, hold, bear off I jay, ſlid your Part hangs too long, 

Cun. My Joys are Mockeries. 

Neice. Vou've both expreſs'd a worthy care and love, Sir; 
Had mine own Eye been ſet at liberty, | 
To make a publick choice (believe my Truth, Sir) 

It could not ha' done better for my Heart 
Than your good Providence has. 

Old K. You will ſay fo then, 

Alas ſweet Neice, all this is but the Scabbard, 
Now I draw forth the Weapon. 

Neice. How? 

Old K. Sir Gregory, | 
Approach thou Lad of thouſands. 

Enter Sir Gregory. 

ir Greg. Who calls me? 5 5 

Neice. What Motion's this, the Model of Ninivie? 

Old K. Accoſt her daintily now, let me adviſe thee, 

Sir Greg. I was advis'd to beſtow dainty Colt on you. 

| oo. You were ill advis'd, back, and take better eoun- 

el; | 
You may have good for an Angel, the leaſt coſt 
You can beſtow upon a Woman, Sir, 
Trebles ten Counſellors Fees in Lady- ware, 


You're 


f 
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You're over Head and Ears, &er you be aware: 

Faith keep a Batchelor ſtill, and go to Bowls, Sir, 

Follow your Miſtreſs there, and prick and fave, Sir; 

For other Miſtreſſes will make you a Slave, Sir. 
Sir Greg. So, ſo, I have my lerrepoop already. (you. 
Old K. Why how now, Neice, this is the Man I tell 

Meice. He, hang him, Sir, I know you do but mock, 

This is the Man you would ſay. 

Old K. The Devil rides, I think. 2 
m. I muſt uſe cunning here. 
Old K. Make me not mad, uſe him with all reſpect, 

Ibis is the Man I ſwear. 

& Neice. Would you could perſwade me to that; 

Alas, you cannot go beyond me, Unkle, 

You carry a Jeſt well, J muſt confels, 

For a Man of your Years, but ——— 

Old K. lm wrought beſide my ſelf. 
Gen, I never beheld Comlineſs till this minute. 
Guard. Oh good ſweet Sir, pray offer not theſe words 
To an old Gentlewoman. 
MNeice. Sir. 
Cun. Away Fifteen, 
Here's Fifty one exceeds thee. 
MNeice. What's the buſineſs? 
cun. Give me theſe motherly Creatures, come, ne'er 
ſmother it, | 
I know you are a teeming Woman yet. 
Guard. Troth a young Gentleman might do much 1 
ring. Sir. | | 
un. Go too then. | 
Guard. And Iſhould play my part, orl were ingrateful. 
Neice. Can you ſo ſoon neglect me! 
Cm, Hence, Im buſie. (gage, 
Old K. This croſs point came in luckily; impudent Bag- 
Hang from the Gentleman, art thou not aſham'd 
To be a Widow's hind'rance? 7 
Cun. Are you angry, Sir? 
Old K. You're welcome, pray court on, I ſhall deſire 

Your honeſt wiſe Acquaintance z vex me not 

After my care and pains to find a Match for thee, 

Leſt I confine thy Life to ſome Out. chamber, Where 
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W here thou ſhalt waſte the ſweetneſs of thy Youth, 


Like a conſuming Light in her own Socket, 

And not allow'd a Male-Creature about thee; 
A very Monky, thy neceflity 
Shall prize at a thouſand 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Pound, a Chimney-ſweeper 


At fifteen hundred. 


Neice. But are you ſerious, Uncle? 
Old K. Serious. | 


Neice. Pray let me look upon the Gentleman 
With more heed; then I did but hum him over 
In haſte, good faith, as Lawyers Chancery Sheets; 


Beſhrew my Blood, a tolerable Man 
Now I diſtinctly read him. 
Sir Greg, Hum, hum, hum, 


Neice. Say he be black, he's of a very good p 


itch, 


Well ankled, two good confident Calves, they look 
As if they would not ſhrink at the ninth Child; 
The Redneſs i'th' Face, why that's in faſhion, 


Moſt of your high Bloods have it, ſign of Greatneſs marry; 
*Tis to be taken down too with May- butter, 


I'll ſend to my Lady Spend-tail for her Medicine. 
Sir Greg. Lum te dum, dum, dum, de dum. 


Neice. He's qualified too, believe me. 
Sir Greg. Lum te dum, de dum, de dum. 
Neice. Where was my Judgment? 
Sir Greg. Lum te dum, dum, dum, te 
Neice. Perfections cover'd meſs. 

Sir Greg. Lum te dum, te dum, te dum. 


dum, te dum. 


Neice. It ſmoaks apparantly: Pardon, ſweet Sir, 


The error of my Sex. ... 
Old K. Why, well ſaid, Neice; 


Upon Submiſſion you muſt pardon her now, Sir. 


Sir Greg. I'll do't by courſe, do 
Knight? 


you think I'm an Als 


Here's firſt my Hand, now't goes to the Seal-Office. 


Cun. I'm taking meaſure 
I hope to fit her Hcarr.. 
Guard. Who would have dreamt 
Of a young Morſel now ? things come in Minu 


— PIT 


Old K. Formally finiſh'd, how goes this Suit forward! 
of the Widow's Mind, dir, | 


tes. 


Sir Greg: 
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Sir Greg. Truſt him not, Widow, he's a younger Brother, 
He'll ſwear and lie; believe me he's worth nothing. 
. Guard. He brings more Content to a Woman with that 
nothing, : 
Than he that brings his thouſands without any thing; 


We have Precedents for that amongſt great Ladies. 


Old K. Come, come, no Language now {hall be in faſhion, 
But your Love-phraſe, the Bell to Procreation. | Exe. 
Enter Sir Ruinous Gentry, Witty- pate, and Priſcian. 

Wizty. Pox, there's nothing puts me beſides my W its, 
but this fourth, _ 5 
This laſt illiterate ſhare, there's no Conſcience in't. 
Ruin. Sir, it has ever been ſo, where I have practis' d, 
and muſt be 1 
Still where I am, nor has it been undeſery'd at the Years 
End, and ſhuffle the Almanack together, Vacations and 


Woman of a good Spirit, then it is no lay-ſhare. 
Priſ. Faith for this five year, Ego poſſum probare, J have 
had ey (much 
A hungry penurious ſhare with 'em, and ſhe has had as 
As I always. 
Witty. Preſent, or not preſent. 
Priſ. Reſidens aut non reſidens, per fidem. — 


Minty. And what Precedent's this for me? becauſe your 


Hic & bac, Turpis and Qui mihi diſcipulus Brains (that ne- 
ver got any thing but by accidence and uncertainty) did 
allow it, therefore I muſt, that have grounded Concluſi- 


ors of Wit, Hereditary Rules from my Father to get by 


Ruin. Sir, be compendious, either take or refuſe, I will 
'bate no token of my Wife's ſhare, make even the laſt 
reckonings, and either ſo unite, or here divide company. 

Priſ. A good Reſolution, profecto, let every Man beg his 
own way, and happy Man be his dole. 

Witty, Well, here's your double ſhare, and ſingle 
Brains, Pol, edipol, here's toward, a Caſtor ecaſtor for you, 
Ll endure it a Fortnight longer, but by theſe juſt five 
en! Fe 

Priſ. Take heed, five's odd, put both hands together, 
or leverally, they are all odd unjuſt ends. 


Witty, 


Term-times, one with another, tho' I ſay't, my Wife is a 
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Gentleman, bur of the leaſt Queſtion, 
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Witty. Medius filius, hold your Tongue, I depoſe you 
from half a ſhare preſently elſe, I will make you a Parti. 
ciple, and decline you, now you underſtand me, be you x 


2380 


quiet Conjunction amongſt the undeclined ; you and your 


Latine ends ſhall go ſhift, Solus cum ſolo, together elſe, and 
then if ever they get ends of Gold and Silver, enough to 
ſerve that Gerundine Maw of yours, that without Do will 
end in Di and Dum inſtantly. 
Enter Old Knight and Sir Gregory. 

Ruin. Enough, enough, here comes Company, weloſe 
five Shares in wrangling about one. | 

Witty. My Father; put on Priſcian, he has Latine Frag- 
ments too, but I fear him not, I'll caſe my Face with a 
little more Hair, and relieve. 5 

Old K. Tuſk, Nephew, (L'Il call you ſo) for if there be 
No other Obſtacles than thoſe you ſpeak of 
They are but Powder-Charges without Pellets, 
You may ſafely front em, and warrant your own Danger. 

Sir Greg. No other that I can perceive i faith, Sir, for l 
put her to't, and felt her as far as Icould, and the ſtrong- 
eſt Repulſe was, ſhe ſaid, ſne would have a little Soldier in 
me, that, if need were, ſhould defend her Reputation. 

Old K. And ſurely, Sir, that is a Principle 
Amongſt your principal Ladies, they require 
Valour, either in a Friend or a Husband. 


Sir Greg. And l allow their Requeſts i' faith, as well as any 


Woman's Heart can deſire, if I knew where to get Va- 
lour, I would as willinglyentertain it as any Man that blows, 

Old K. Breaths, breaths, Sir, that's the ſweeter Phraſe. 

Sir Greg. Blows for a Soldier, i'faith Sir, and I'm in 
Practiſe that way. 

Old K. For a Soldier, I grant it. | ; 

Sir Greg. Slid, 'll ſwallowſome Bullets, and good round 
ones too, but I'Il have a little Soldier in me. 

Ruin. Will you on and beg, or ſteal and be hang d: 
Sir Greg. And ſome Scholar ſhe would have me beſides, 
Tuſh, that ſhall be no Bar, *tis a Quality in a 


* 
Pr 


Priſ. Salvete Domini benigniſſimi, mun iſicentiſſimi. 
Old K. Satvete dicis ad nos? jubeo te ſalvere. 
Nay, Sir, we have Latine, and other Metal in tis too, 
Sir, you ſhall ſee me talk with this Fellow now. 
Sir Greg. I could find in my Heart to talk with him 


If I could underſtand him. (too: 


Priſ. Chariſimi, Doctiſſimique, Domini, ex abundantia 
Charitatis veſtre eſtote propitit in me jejunum 
Miſerum, pauperem, & onmi conſulatione exulent. 
Od K. A pretty Scholar by my Faith, Sir, but Ill to 
NES ASD,” * 
Sir Greg. Does he beg or ſteal in this Language, can 
you tell Sir? | 


= He may take away my good Name from me, and | ne'ct 


the wiler. 
Old K. He begs, he begs, Sir. OE 
Friſ. Ecce, ecce, in occulis lachrymarum flumeit, in ore 
Fames ſitiſque ignis in vultu, pudir & impudentia, 
In omni parte neceſſitas & indigentia. 


Old R. Auai tu bonus ſocius, tu es Scholafticus, fic intellizn, 


10 faciam argumentum. Mark now, Sir, now I fetch 
Im up. 3 3 5 
Sir Greg. I have been fetcht up a hundred times for this, 
Yet could never learn half ſo much. | | 
Old K. Audi, & reſponde, hoc eſt Argumentum, Nomen eſt 
Nomen, ergo, quod eſt tibi Nomen? Reſponds nune, 
Reſponde Argumentum meum. Have I not put him to't, Sir? 
Sir Greg, Yes, Sir, I think ſo. PE 
Witty Step in, the Raſcal is put out of his penn'd Speech; 


4 : | And he can get no farther. 


Old K. Cur non reſpondes ? 


Priſ. Oh Domine,tanta mea eſt miſeria, 
Witty. So, he's almoſt in again. | 
Priſ. Ut notte mecum pernoctat egeſtas, luce quotidie 


Panertas habitat. 


Old K. Sed quod eſt tibi Nomen: & quis dedit? Reſponde 


=—_ vo mentinng, 


em,; hem. a 1 
Mitty. He's dry; he hems, on quickly, 
OL. VI. pes M m | Ruin, 
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Ruin. Courteous Gentlemen, if the Brow of a Militar 
Face may not be offenſive to your generous Eye-Balls, 
let his Wounds ſpeak better than his Words, for ſome 
Branch or ſmall Sprig of Charity to be planted upon this 
poor barren Soil of a Soldier. 

Old K. How now, what, Arms and Arts both go abeging? 

Ruin. Such is the Poſt- progreſs of cold Charity nowa- 
days, who (for Heat to her frigid Limbs) paſſes in ſo ſwiſt 
a Motion that two at the leaſt had need be to ſtay her. 

Sir Greg. Sir, let's reward 'em I pray you, and be gone. 
If any Quarrel ſhould ariſe amongſt us, I am able to an- 
ſwer neither of them; his iron and Steel Tongue is a; 
hard as the t'other's Lat ine one. 

Old K. Stay, ſtay, Sir, Iwill talk a little with him firſt, 
Let me alone with both, I will try whether they 
Live by their Wits or no; for ſuch a Man I love. 
And what? You both beg together then? 

Priſ. Conjunctis manibus, profecto, Domine. 

Ruin. With equal Fortunes, equal Diſtribution, there's 
not the Breadth of a Sword's Point uneven in our Diviſion. 

Sir Greg, What two Qualitics are here caſt away upon 
two poor Fellows, if a Man had em that could maintain 
dem? What a double Man were that, if theſe-two Fel- 
lows might be bought and ſodden, and boil'd to a Jelly, 
and eaten faſting every Morning, I do not think but a 
Man ſhould find ſtrange things in his Stomach. 

Old K. Come, Sir, join your Charity with mine, and 
we'll make up a couple of Pence betwixt us. 

Sir Greg. If a Man could have a pennyworth for his 
Penny, I would beſtow more Mony with 'em. 

Witty. Save you Gentlemen, how now? W hat, arc 
you encounter'd here? What Fellows are theſe ? 

Old K. Faith, Sir, here's Mars and Mercury, a Pair of 
poor Planets it ſeems, that Jupiter has turn'd out to live 
by their Wits, and we are cen about a little Spark of 
Charity tokkindle 'em a new Fire. 

Witty. Stay, pray you ſtay, Sir, you may abuſe your Cha- 
rity, nay, make that Goodneſs in you no better thana Vice; 
ſo many Deceivers walk in theſe Shadow s no w-a- days; 


that certainly your Bounties were better 4 
reſery 


C 
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reſery'd to ſo lewd and vicious Uſes; which is he that 
profeſſes the Soldier? 
Ruin. He that profeſſes his own Profeſſion, Sir, and 
the dangerous Life he hath led in it, this Pair of halt- 
ſcore Years... ny | 
| Witty. In what Services have you been, Sir? 
Ruin. The firſt that fleſhr me a Soldier, Sir.. 
that great Battel at Alcazar in Barbary, Where 115+ 
ble Engliſh Stukely fell, and where that Roya τπ ]. 
Sebaſtian ended his untimely Days. 
Witty. Are you ſure Sebaſtian dy'd there? by 
Ruin. Faith, Sir, there was ſome other Rumour ho? 
amongſt us, that he, wounded, eſcap'd, and touch'd on 
his Native Shore again, where finding his Country at 
home morediſftreſs'd by the Invaſion ofthe Spaniard, than 
his Loſs abroad, forſook it, ſtill ſupporting a miſerable 
and unfortunate Life, which (where he ended) 1s yet 
uncertain; | 
Witty. By my Faith, Sir, he ſpeaks the neareſt Fame 
of Truth in this. P12 | 
Ruin. Since, Sir, I ſerv'd in France, the Low Countries, 
_ Laſtly, at that memorable Skirmiſh at Newporz, where the 
forward and bold Scor there ſpent his Life ſo freely, that 
from every ſingle Heart that there fell, came home from 
his Reſolution, a double Honour to his Country. 
Witty. This ſhould be no Counterfeit, Sir. 
Old K. I do not think he is, Sir. | 
Witry. But, Sir, methinks you do not ſhew the Marks 
of a Soldier, could you ſo freely ſcape, that you brought 
home no Scars to be your Chronicle ? r 
Ruin. Sir, I have Wounds, and many; but in thoſe 
Parts where Nature and Humanity bids me ſhame to 
Witty. A good Soldier cannot want thoſe Badges. 
dir Greg. Now am not I of your Mind in that, for ! 
hold him the beſt Soldier that ſcapes beſt ; always at a 
Cock-fencing I give him the beſt that has the feweſt 
Knocks. | | 
Witty, Nay, I'll have a bout with your Scholar, too; 
To ask you why you ſhould be poor, yet richly learn'd. 
M m 2 Were 


_—_ 
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Were no Queſtion, at leaſt, you can eaſily 
Anſwer it; but whether you have Learning enough 
To deſerve to be poor or no (ſince Poverty is 
Commonly the meed of Learning) is yet to be try'd 
You have the Languages, I mean the chief, 
As the Hebrew, Syriack, Greek, Latine, &c. 
Priſ. Aliquantulum, non totaliter, Domine. 
Old K. The Latine I have ſufficiently try'd him in, 
And l promiſe you, Sir, he is very well grounded. 
Witty. ] will prove him in ſome of the reſt. 
Toia miois farberois iſte Cock-ſcomboy ? 
Preſ. Kay yonkeron nigitton oy fouleroi Aſmiſoy, 
Witty. Cheateron ton biton? - | 
Priſ. Tous pollous ftrikerous, Angelo to peeſo. 
Witty. Certainly, Sir, a very excellent Scholar in the 
Old K. I do note a wondrous Readineſs in him. (Greet. 
Sir Greg. I do wonder how the Trojans could hold out 
ten Years Siege, as tis reported, againſt the Greeks, if 
Achilles ſpoke but this Tongue? I do not think but he 
might have ſhaken down the Walls in a ſevennight, and 
_ ner troubled the wooden Horſe. 
Witty. I will try him fo far as I can in the Syriack. 
Kircom bragmen, ſbag a dou ma dell mathou. 
1 | Priſ. Haſhagath rabgaboſþ ſhobos onoriadka. 
_ Witty. Colpack Rubaſca, gnawerthem ſhig ſhag. 
| Prif.. Napſbamot hem Ribſie bougomoſh Iaſhemech nagothi. i 
Witty. Gentlemen I have done, any Man that can go . 
I confeſs my (elf at a Mnplus. (farther, Wa 
Sir Greg. Faith not l, Sir, | was at my fartheſt in my 
natural Language, I was never double-tongu'd, thank 
my hard Fortune. 
Mitty. Well, Gentlemen, 'tis pity, (walk farther off a 
little my Friends) I ſay, tis pity ſuch Fellows ſocndow'd, 
ſo qualify'd with the Gifts of Nature and Arts, yet ſhould 
have ſuch a Scarcity of Fortune's Benefits, we mull 
blame our Iron-hearted Age for it. | | 5 
Old K. "Tis pity indeed, and our Pity ſhall ſpeak 2 
Come, Sir, here's my Groat. (little for em 
Mitty. A Groat, Sir? oh fie, give nothing rather, 5 5 : 


13 
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better you rail'd on'em for begging, and ſo quit your ſelf; 
I am a poor Gentleman, that have but little but my Wits 
to live on. "0 : 
Old K. Troth, and I love you the better, Sir. 
Witty. Yer I'll begin a better Example than ſo; here 
Fellows, there's between you, take Purſe and all, and I 
would it were here heavier for your ſakes, there's a Pair 
of Angels to guide you to your Lodgings, a poor Gentle- 
man's ood Will. | 
Priſ Gratias, maximas gratias, benigniſime Domine. 
Old K. This is an ill Example for us, Sir, I would 
this bountiful Gentleman had not come this way to Day, 
Sir Greg. Pox, we mult not ſhame our ſelyes now, Sir, 
Il give as much as that Gentleman, though I never be 
Soldier or Scholar while I live; here Friends, there's a 
W DPiccc, that if he were divided, would make a Pair of Angels 
W formetoo,intheLove I bear to theSword and the Tongues. 
Od K. My Large(s ſhall be equal too, and much 
good do you; this Bounty is a little Abatement of my 
Wir though, I feel that 
Fuin. May Soldiers ever defend ſuch Charities. 
P.. And Scholars pray for their Increaſe. 
= OAK. Fare you well, Sir, theſe Fellows may pray 
for you, you have made the Scholars Commons exceed 
to day, and a Word with you, Sir, you ſaid you liv'd 
by your Wits, if you uſe this Bounty, you'll beggar 
your Wits, believe it. 
Mith. Oh, Sir, I hope to encreaſe em by it, this Seed 
never wants his Harveſt ; fare you well, Sir. | Exz?. 
| Sir Greg. I think a Man were as good meet with a rea- 
ſonable Thief, as an unreaſonable Beggar ſometimes; I 
could find in my Heart to beg half mine back again: Can 
you change my Piece, my Friends? . 
Priſ. Tempora mutantur, & nos mutamur in illis. 
Sir Greg. My Gold is turn'd into Latinc. 
Enter Witty-pate. 
Witty. Look you good Fellows, here's one round 
Shilling more that lay conceal'd. 3 
Old K. Sir, away, we ſhall be drawn farther into Da- 
mage elſG. 


> 


Mm3; Sir Greg. 
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Sir Greg. A Pox of the Fool, he live by his Wits ? If 
his Wits leave him any Mony, but what he begs or ſteals 
very ſhortly, Il be hang'd for him. 

 [Exenmnt the two Knights, 
Ruin. This Breakfaſt Parcel was well fetch'd off i'faith. 

MWitty. Tuſn, a by-blow for Mirth, we muſt have bet. 
ter Purchaſe, we want a fourth for another Project that 
T have ripened. 

Ruin. My Wife ſhe ſhares, and can deſerve it. 

Witty. She can change her Shape, and be Maſculine. 

Ruin. *Tis one of the free'ſt Conditions, ſhe fears not 


the crack of a Piſtol, ſhe dares ſay, Stand, toa Grazier, 


Priſ. Probatum fuit, profecto Domine, 

Witty. Good, then you Sir Bacchus, Apollo ſhall be 
diſpatch'd with her Share, and ſome Contents to meet us 
to Moirow, at a certain Place and Time appointed, in 
the Maſculine Gender; my Father has a Nephew, and [ 
an own Couſin coming up from the Univerſity, whom he 
loves moſt indulgently, eaſie Maſter Cedulous Olderaft, 


(for you know what your meer Academick is) your 


Carrier never miſſes his Hour, he muſt not be robb'd, 
becauſe he has but little to loſe; but he muſt join with 
us ina Device that I have, that ſhall rob my Father of a 
hundred Pieces, and thank me to be rid on't, for there's 
the Ambition of my Wit, to live upon his profeſt Wit, 
that has turn'd me out to live by my Wits. 

Priſ. Cum birundints alis tibi regratulor. 

Witty. A Male Habit, a Bag of an hundred Weight 
though it be Counters, for my Alchimy ſhall turn em in- 
to Gold of my Father's ; the Hour, the Place, the Action 


hall be at large ſet down; and Father, you ſhall know, 


that I put my Portion to uſe, that you have given me 
ro live by; N 

And to confirm your ſelf in me renate, 

1 hope you'll find my Wits legitimate. Ereunt. 
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E nter Lady and Servants. 


Serv. A TAY Lady. : 
Lady. Put me not in mind on't, prithee, 
You cannot do a greater wrong to Women, : 

For in our wants, tis the moſt chief Affliction 
To have that Name remembred; 'tis a Title 
That Miſery mocks us by, and the World's Malice; 
Scorn and Contempt has not wherewith to work 
On humble Callings; they are ſafe, and lye 
Level with Pity ſtill, and pale Diſtreſs 
Is no great ſtranger ro em; but when Fortune 
Looks with a ſtormy Face on our conditions, 
We find Affliction Work, and Envy Paſtime, 
And our worſt Enemy than that, moſt abuſes us, 
Is that we are call'd by, Lady. Oh my Spirit, 
Will nothing make thee humble? I am well methinks, 
And can live quiet with my Fare ſometimes, 
Until I look into the World again, 
Then I begin to rave at my Stars bitterneſs, 
To ſee how many Muckhills plac'd above me; 
Peaſants and Droyls, Caroches full of Dunghills, > _ 
Whoſe very Birth ſtinks in a generous Noſtril, (Streets» 
Gliſtring by Night like Glow-worms through the High 
Hurried by Torch-light in the Foot-mans Hands, 
That ſhew like running Fire-drakes through the City. 
And I put to my Shifts and Wits to live, 
Nay ſometimes Danger too; on Foot, on Horſeback, 
And earn my Supper manfully &er ] get it, 
Many a Meal I have purchas'd at that rate, 
| Enter Priſcian. 
Fed with a wound upon me, ftampt at midnight. 
Ha, what are you ? | | 
Priſ. Now you may tell your ſclf, Lady. 
a. ; [Polls off's Beard. 
\ Lady. Oh Mr. Priſcian, what's the Project? 
For you ne'er come without one. 


M m 4 Friſ 
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Prif: Firſt, your Husband, 
Sir Ruinous Gentry, greets you with beſt wiſhes, 
And here has ſent you your full ſhare by me 
In five Cheats and two Robberies. 
Lady. And what comes it too? 
Pri: Near upon thirteen Pound. 
Lady. A goodly ſhare, 
{1 { *Twill put a Lady ſcarce in Philip and Cheyney, 
_ "_ With three ſmall Bugle Laces, like a Chamber-maid, 
If ä precious lifting. | ; : | 
Priſ. Las you mutt conſider, Lady, 
"Tis but young Term, Attornies ha' ſmall doings yet, 
Then Highway Lawyers, they muſt needs ha' little, 
We've had no great good luck to ſpeak troth, Beauty, 
R Since your ſtout Ladyſhip parted from's at Highgare, 
hut there's a fair hope now for a preſent hundred, 
Here's Man's Apparel, your Horſe ſtands at Door. 
Lady. And what's the virtuous Plot now? 
Priſ. Marry Lady, iv 0 | 
You, like a brave young Gallant, muſt be robb'd. 
Lady. I robb'd? SE | 
Priſ. Nay then 
Lady. Well, go on, ler's hear, Sir. . 
Priſ. Here's a ſeal'd Bag of a Hundred, which indeed M 
Are Counters all, only ſome ſixteen Groats | * 
Of white Mony i'th* Mouth ont. 
Lady. So, what Saddle have I ? 
Prif. Monſieur Laroon's the Frenchman's. 
Lady. That again, 5 
Yoy know ſo well it is not for my ſtride, 
How oft have I complain'd ont? 5 
Priſ. You may have Focky's chen, the little Scoth one, 
You muſt diſpatch e Pri, 
5 Lady, I'll ſogn be ready, Sir, 


* 5 


Before you ha' ſhifted Saddles. Many Women 


Have their Wealth flow to em, I was made, | ſee, * 
To kelp my Fortune, not my Fortune me. Exit. 4 


| Ente; Cunningham. n 
Cun. My ways are Goblin- led, and the Night: Elf 
Still draws me from my home, yet I follow); 


Sent wee (hb *- & beg 


Sure 
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Sure 'tis not altogether fabulous, 
Such Haggs do get Dominion of our Tongues 
So ſoon as we ſpeak, the Inchantment binds 
J have diſſembled ſuch a trouble on me, 
As my beſt Wits can hardly clear again; 
Piping through this old Reed, the Guardianeſs, 
With purpoſe that my Harmony ſhall reach 
And pleaſe the Lady's Ear, ſhe ſtops below, 
And ecchoes back my Love unto my Lips, 
Perſwaded by moſt violent Arguments 
Of ſelf-love in her ſelf; I am to ſelf-fool, 
To doat upon her hundred wrinkl'd Face; 
I could beggar her to accept the Gifts 
She would throw upon me; 'twere Charity, 
But for pity's ſake I will be a Niggard 
And wt her, refuſing to take from her; 
I'm haunted again, if it take not now 
I'll break the Spell. 
Enter Guardianeſs. 
Guard. Sweet Cunningham, welcome ; 
What? a whole day abſent? Birds that build Neſts 
Have care to keep em. 
Cun, That's granted, | 
But not continually to fit upon 'em; 
Leſs in the youngling Seaſon, elſe they deſire 
To fly abroad, and recreate their Labours, 
Then they return with freſher Appetite 
To work again. „ 
Guard. Well, well, you have built a Neſt 
That will ſtand all Storms, you need not miſtrutt 
A weather-wrack, and one day it may be 
The Youngling ſeaſon too, then I hope 
You'll ne'er fly out of ſight. 
Cn. There will be pains 
I ſee to ſhake this Bur off; and ſweeteſt, 
Prithee how fares thy Charge? has my good Friend, 
Sir Gregory, the Countenance of a Lover? 1 
Guard. No by my troth, not in my Mind, methinks 
(Setting his Worſhip afide) he looks like a Fool. 


Cun . 
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Cun. Nay i'faith, ne'er divide his Worſhip from him for 
Small matter; Fool and Worihip are no ſuch (that 
Strangers now-a-days;z but my Meaning is, 

Has he thy Lady's countenance of Love? 
Looks ſhe like a welcome on him? plainly, 
Have they as good hope of one another, 

As, Cupid bleſs us, we have? 

Gu ard. Troth I know not, 
I can perceive no for wardneſs in my Charge, 
But I proteſt I wiſh the Knight better 

For your ſake, Bird. 

un. Why thanks ſweet Bird, and with my HeartI wiſh; 
That he had as ſtrong and likely hope of her, 

As thou haſt of me. | 

Guard. Well, he's like to ſpeed 
Ne'er the worſe for that good wiſh, and I'll tell you, 
Bird, (for Secrets arc not to be kept betwixt us two) 
My Charge thinks well of you. 

Cun. Of me? for what? 

Guard. For my ſake, I mean fo; I have heard her 

A hundred times, fince her Unkle gave her 
The firſt bob about you, that ſhe'd do ſomewhat 
For my ſake, if things went well together; 
We have ſpoke of Doors and Bolts, and things, and things, 
Go too, I'll tell you all, but you'll find 
Some Advancement, for my fake, I do believe. 
un. Faith be not ſparing, tell me. 

Cuard. By my Lady 

You ſhall pardon me for that, twere a ſhame 
If Men ſhould hear all that Women ſpeak behind 
Their Backs ſometimes, ' 
Cn. You muſt give me leave yet, 
At leaſt to give her thanks. 
Guard, Nor that neither, | 
She muſt not take notice of my blabbing, 
| It is ſufficient you ſhall give me thanks, 
For tis for my fake if ſhe be bountiful, 
| She lovesme, and loves you too for my ſake: 
| Cun, How ſhall l, knowing this, but be ingrate, 
= Not to repay her with my deareſt Duty. ae 
uard. 
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Guard. I, but you muſt not know it; if you tell 
All that I open to you, you'll ſhame us bot); 

Afar off you may kiſs your Hand, bluſh or ſo, 
But I'll allow no nearer Conference. 

Gin. Whoop! you'll be jealous I perceive now. 
Guard. Jealous? why there's no true Love without it, 
I muſt be jealous of thee, but for her, OT 
(Were it within my Duty to my Maſter) 
| durft truſt her with the ſtrongeſt Tempter, 

And I dare {wear her now as pure a Virgin 
As &er was welcom'd to a Marriapge-Bed 
If Thoughts may be untainted, hers are ſo. 

un. And where's the cauſe of your fear then? 

Guard. Well, well; . 
When things are paſt, and the Wedding Torcbes 
Lighted at Matches, to kindle better fire, 

Then I'Il tell you more. 
Qu. Come, come, I ſee farther, 
That if we were married, you'd be jealous. 
Guard. I proteſt I ſhould a little, but not of her; 
It is the married Woman (if you mark it) 
And not the Maid that longs, the Appetite 
Follows the firſt Taſte, when we have reliſht 
We wiſh cloying, the Taſte once pleas'd before, 
Then our deſire is whetted on to more, 
But I reveal too much to you, i'faith Bird. 
Gin. Not a whit, i'faith, Bird, betwixt you and I, 
I am beholding for bettering of my knowledge. 
Guard. Nay, you ſhall know more of me, if you'll berul'd, 
But make not things common. 
Cun, Ud' ſo, your Lady? 
Guard. I, tis no matter, ſhe'll like well of this, 
Our Familiarity is her Content. ” 
; Enter Neice and Clown. 
Neice. This Preſent from Sir Gregory? 
Clown. From my Maſter, the W orſhipful, right Sir Gre- 
gory Fop, 3 
VNVeice. A Ruf ? and what might be his high Conceit 
In ſending of a Ruff? | 
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Clown, I think he had two Conceits in it forſooth, too 
high too low, Ruff high, becauſe as the Ruff does em. 
brace your Neck all Day, ſo does he deſire to throw his 
= Knightly Arms. * 

. Neice. But then I leave him off a-nights. 
1 Clown. Why then he is Ruff low, a Ruffian, a boldad. 
venturous Errand to do any rough Service for hisLady, 

Neice. A witty and unhappy Conceit; does he mean 
As he ſeems to ſay unto that Reverence? [| Toward Cun. 
He does wooe her ſure. 8 | 

Clown. To tell you truth, Lady, his Conceit was far 
better than | have blaz'd it yet. s 5 

Neice. Do you think ſo, Sir? 


* 


Clown. Nay, I know it, Forſooth, for it was two days 
e' er he compaſs d it, to find a fitting Preſent for your La- 
dyſhip, he was ſending once a very fine Puppy to you. 

Neice. And that he would have brought himſelf. 
Clown. So he would indeed, but then he alter'd his De- 
vice, and ſent this Ruff, requeſting withal, that when- 
ſoever it is foul, you (with your own Hands) would be- 
ſtow the ſtarching of it. 3 ä 
Nice. Elſe ihe wooes him, now his Eyes ſhoot this way; 
And what was the Reaſon for that, Sir? | Toward Cun. 5 
Clown. There lies his main Conceit, Lady, for ſays he, I 
in ſo doing ſhe cannot chuſe but in the ſtarching to clap 3 
it often between her Hands, and fo ſhe gives a great Li- 
king and Applauſe to my Preſent; whereas, if I ſhould ſend 
a Puppy, ſhe ever calls it to her with hiſt, hiſs, hiſs, which 
is a fearful diſgrace; he drew the Device from a Play at 
the Bull, t'other Day. 
Neice. Ay marry, Sir, this was a rich Conceit indeed. 
Clown. And far fetch'd, therefore good for you, Lady. 
Guard. How now? which way look you, Bird? 
; Cun. At the Fool, Bird, ſhall I not look at the Fool? 
4 Guard. At the Fool, and I here? what need that? pray 
lool this way. 3 | 
Neice. I'll fit him aptly, either I'll awake 
His Wits (if he have any;) or force him 
To appear (as yet I cannot think him) 
Without any. Sirrah, tell me one thing true 


That 
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That I ſhall ask you now; Was this Device 
Your Maſter's own? I doubt his Wit in it; 
He's not ſo ingenious. 
Clown. His own, I aſſure you, Madam. 
Neice. Nay, you muſt not lye. 
Clown. Not with a Lady? I'd rather lye with you, than 
lye with my Maſter, by your Leave in ſuch a Caſe as this. 
Guard. Vet again your Eye? 
cun. The Fool makes Mirth i'faith, 
would hear ſome. | 
Guard, Come, you ſhall hear none but me. 
Neice. Come hither, Friend, nay, come nearer me; 


Thy Maſter ſend thee to me? He may be wiſe, (did ; 
But did not ſhew it much in that; Men ſometimes | 
May wrong themſelves unawares, when they leaft think | 
Was Yulcan ever ſo unwiſe to ſend Aare (on't; 5 


To be his Spokeſman, when he went a wooing? 
Send thee? Hey-ho, a pretty rowling Eye. 
Clown, I can turn up the white and the black too, and 
BY need be, Forſooth. : 
5 Niece. Why, here's an amorous Noſe. = 
Clown. You fee the worſt of my Noſe, Forſooth. ö 
Niece, A Cheek, how I could put it now in Dalliance; 


A Par of Lips, oh that we were uney'd, 5 : 
I could ſuck Sugar from 'em; what a Beard's here? 5 f 
When will the Knight thy Maſter have ſuch a | 
Stamp of Manhood on his Face? Nay, do not bluſh. ; 


Clown. * Tis nothing but my Fleſh and Blood that riſes ſo. 
Gun. Death, the courts the Fool. 
3 Guard. Away, away, 'tis Sport, do not mind it. 
. Neice, Give me thy Hand, come be familiar; 
= Here's a promiſing Palm; what a ſoft | 
Handful of Pleaſure's here, here's Down compar'd 
With Flocks and quilted Straw, thy Knight's Fingers 
Are lean Mattrice Rubbers ro theſe Feathers, 
I prithee let me lean my Cheek upon't. 
What a ſoft Pillow's here? 
Cn. Hum, umh, hu, hum. 
Niece, Why there's a Courage in that lively Paſſion, 
Meaſure thee all o'er, there's not a Limb n 
ut 


4 - 
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But has his full proportion, it is my Voice, 
There's no compare betwixt the Knight and thee 
The goodlicr Man behalf, at once now 5 
1 ſee thee all over. 5 8 
Clown. If you had ſeen me ſwim tother day on my 
Back, you would have faid you had ſeen; there was _ 
Chambermaids that ſaw me, and my Legs by chance 
were tangled in the Flags, and when they ſaw how I was 
hang'd, they cryed out, Oh help the Man for fear he be 
drown'd. 5 
Neice. They could do no leſs in pity, come thine Arm 
well walk together. Es A ES 
Cun. Blindneſs of Love and Women, why ſhe dotesup- 
on the Fool. oY] I 
Guard. What's that to you, mind her not. 
Cun. Away you Burr. 
Guard. How's that? 
Qu. Hang offFleſhook, faſten thine itchy claſpe 
On ſome dry Toad-ſtool, that will kindle with thee, 
And burn together. A 
Guard, Oh abominable, 
Why do you not love me? 
Cun. No, never did; 
took thee down a little way to 
Enforce a Vomit from my offended Stomach, 
*E Now thou'rt up again, I loath thee filthily. 
Guard. Oh Villain. 
Cun. Why doſt thou not ſee a ſight, 
Would make a Man abjure the ſight of Women. 
Neice. Ha, ha, ha, he's vext; ha, ha, ha. 
Clown. Ha, ha, ha. | 
F Neice. Why doſt thou laugh? 
Clown. Becauſe thou laugh'ſt, nothing elſe i'faith. 
1H Me Cun. She has but mockt my folly, elſe ſhe finds not 
* The Boſom of my purpole, ſome other way, _ 
| Muſt make me know; I'll try her, and may chance quit 
Wl | The fine dexterity of her Lady-wit. Exit. 
1H Neice. Yes introth, I laught to think of thy Matter, 
Now, what he would think if he knew this? 
Clown. By wy troth 1 laugh at him to, faith 1 
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he's but a Fool to ſay the Truth; though I fay't that 


ſhould not ſay t. | 
Neice. Vet, thou ſhouldſt ſay truth, and I believe thee; 


Well, for this time we'll part, you perceive ſomething, 


Our Tongues betray our Hearts, there's our weakneſs, 
But pray be ſilent. | 
Clown. As Mouſe in Cheeſe, or Gooſe in Hay !faith: 
Neice. Look, we arecut off, there's my Hand where my 
Lips would be. 
Clown. T'll wink, and think em thy Lips, farewel. [ Ex. 
Neice. Now Guardianeſs, I need not ask where you have 
Guard, Oh Lady, never was Woman ſo abus'd. (been. 
Enter Clown, 


Clown, Doſt thou hear, Lady, Sweet-heart, I had forgot 


to tell thee, if you will, I will come back in the Evening. 
Neice, By no means, come not till I ſend for you. 
Clown. If there be any need, you may think of things 

when I am gone, I may be convey'd into your Chamber, 


I'll lye under the Bed while Midnight, or fo, or you 


ſhall put me up in one of your little Boxes, I can creep 


in at a ſmall hole. 


Neice. Theſe are things I dare not venture, I charge 


you on my Love, never come till I ſend for you. 


Clown. Verbum inſapienti, tis enough to the wiſe, nor 


I think it is not fit the Knight ſhould know any thing yet. 


Neice. By no means, pray you go now, we are ſuſpected. 
Clown, For the things that are paſt, let us uſe our Secrets. 
Neice. Now I'll make a firm tryal of your Love, 

As you love me, not a word more at this time, 

Not a Syllable, 'tis the Seal of Love, take heed. 
Clown, Hum, hum, hum, hum ——— 

He hums loath to depart. ) [ Exit Clown, 
Neice. So, this pleaſant trouble's gone; now Guardianeſs, 

What? your Eyes eaſing your Heart, the cauſe, Woman? 
Guard. The cauſe is falſe Man, Madam, oh Lady, 

T have been gull'd in a ſhining Carbuncle, 

A very Glo-worm, that I thought had fire in't, 

And 'tis as cold as Ice. | 
Neice. And juſtly ſerv'd, 

Wouldſt thou once think that ſuch an early Spring 

Would dote upon thy Autumn? Guard, 
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Thou might'{ have perceiv'd how I mock'd thy Folly, 


Not of thy Loſs, for it was never thine, - 
And it is gain to miſs it; wert thou fo dull? 


— an _ — — = 
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Over unbeaten Grounds, go level to the mark, 


1 


Guard. Oh, had you heard him but proteſt, 
Noice. I would not have believ'd him. 


In wanton Imitation with the Fool. 
Go weep the {in of thy Credulity, 


Nay, yet thou'rt ſtupid and uncapable. = 
Why, thou wert but the Bait to fiſh with, not 1 
The Prey, the ſtale to catch another Bird with. 
Guard. Indeed he call'd me Bird. 
Netce. Yet thou perceiv'ſt not, 
It is your Neice he loves; wouldſt thou be made 
A ſtalking Jade? *tis ſhe, examine it, 
I'll hurry all awry, and tread my Path 


Not by circular bouts, rare things are pleaſing, 

And rare's but ſeldom in the ſimple Senſe, 

But has her Emphaſis with Eminence. Exit. 
Guard. My Neice? ſhe the Rival of my abuſe? 
My Fleſh and Blood wrong me? I'll Aunt her for't; 

Enter Mirabel. 

Oh Opportunity, thou bleſleſt me. 

Now Gentlewoman, are you parted fo ſoon ? 

W here's your Friend, I pray? your Cunningham? 
Mir. What ſay you, Aunt ? 
Guard, Come, come, your Cimningham 

I am not blind with Age, yet, nor deaf. 

Mir. Dumb! am ſure you are not; what ail you, Aunt? 

Are you not well? TEL 
Guard. No, nor ſick, nor mad, nor in my wits, nor ſleep- 

ing, nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing; I know not 

what I am, nor what I am not. 
Mir. Mercy cover us, what do you mean, Aunt? 
Guard. I mean to be reveng'd. 
Mir. On whom? 
Guard. On thee Baggage 
Mir. Revenge ſhould follow Injury, 
Which never reach'd ſo far as Thought in me 
Towards youz Aunt, 


Guar d, 
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Guard. Your cunning, Minion, 
Nor your Cn, can either blind me, * 
The gentle Beggar loves you. 5 
Mir. Beſeech you, 
Let me ſtay your Error, I begin to hear, 
And ſhake off my Amazement; if you think 25 
That ever any Paſſage treating Love 
Hath been berwixt us yet commenc'd, any 
Silent Eye-Glance that might but ſparkle Fire, 
So much as Brother and Siſter might meet with, 
The Lip- ſalute, ſo much as Strangers might 
Take a Farewel with, the commixed Hands, 
Nay, but the leaſt Thought of the leaſt of theſe; 
In troth you wrong your Boſome, by that Truth 
Which I think yet you durſt be Bail for in me, 
If it were offer'd ye; I am as free 
As all this Proteſtation. 
Guard. May I believe this? | 
Mir. If ever you'll believe Truth; Why, I thought 
he had ſpoke Love to you, and if his Heart prompted 
his Tongue, ſure 1 did hear ſo much. 
Guard. Oh falſeſt Man, Ixbn's Plague fell on me, 
Never by Woman, ſuch a Maſculine Cloud, 
So airy and ſo ſubtle was embrac'd. 5 
Mio, By no cauſe in me, by my Life, dear Aunt. 
Guard. | believe you, then help in my Revenge, 
And you ſhall do't, or loſe my Love for ever, 
Pl] have him quitted at his equal Weapon 
Thou art young, follow him, bait his Deſires 
With all the Engines of a Woman's Wit, 
Stretch Modeſty even to the highett Pitch; 
He cannot freeze at ſuch a flaming Beauty; 
And when thou haſt him by th' amorous Gills, 
Think on my Vengeance, choak up his Deſires, 
Then let his Banquettings beTantaliſme. 
Let thy Diſdain tpurn the Diſſembler out; 
Oh I ſhould climb my Stars, and fir above, 
To fee him burn to Aſhes in his Love. : 
Mir, This will be a ſtrange Tafte, Aunt, and an 
Vor, VI. Nn Unwilling 


q 
0 
1 | 
1 
! 
4 
"A 
| 


5 


3398 Nit at ſeweral Weapens. 


Unwilling Labour, yet in your Injunction 
fam a Servant to'r. 
Guard. Thou'lt undertake't? 

Mir, Yes, let the Succeſs commend it ſelf hereafter, 
Guard, Effect it Girl, my Subſtance is thy Store, 
Nothing but want of Will makes Woman poor. [ Exe, 

Enter Sir Gregory, and Clown. 
Sir Greg. Why Pompey, thou art not ſtark mad, art 
Wilt thou not tell me how my Lady does? (thou? 
Clown, Your Lady? (kindly, or no ? 
Sir Greg. Did ſhe receive the thing that I ſent her 
Clown. The thing that you lent her, Knight, by the 
thing that you ſent, was for the things fake that was ſent 
to carry the thing that you ſent, very kindly receiv'd; 
firſt, there is your Indenture, now go ſeek you a Servant: 
Secondly, you are a Knight; thirdly and laſtly, I am 
mine own Man; and fourthly, fare you well. 
Sir Greg. Why Fompey? Prithee let me ſpeak witk thee, + 
I'll lay my Lite ſome Hare has croſt him. 
Clown, Knight, if you be a Knight, fo keep you; a5 
for the Lady, who ſhall fay that ſhe is not a fair Lady, a 
ſweet Lady, an honeſt and a virtuous Lady, I will fay he 
is a baſe Fellow, ablab of his Tongue, and I will make 
him cat theſe Fingers Ends. | 
Sir Greg. Why, here's no Body ſays ſo, Pompey. 
Clown. W hatſoever things have paſt between the La- 
dy and the other Party, whom I will not name at this 
time, I ſay ſhe is virtuous and honeſt, and I will main. 
rain it, as long as I can maintain my ſelf with Bread and 
Water. | 
Sir Greg. Why I know no Body thinks otherwiſe. 
Clown. Any Man that does but think it in my bear- 
ing, l will make him think on't while he has a Thought 
in his Boſom; ſhall we ſay that Kindneſſes from Ladics 
are common? Or that Favours and Proteſtations are things 
of no Moment betwixt Parties and Parties? I ſay fill 
whatſoever has been betwixt theLady and theParry,which 
I will not name, that the is honeſt, and ſhall be honeft, 
whatſoever ſhe does by Day or by Night, by Light ot 
'by Darkneſs, with cut and long Tail. 
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Sir Greg. Why, I fay ſhe is honeſt. 
Clown. Is ſhe honeſt? In what Senſe do you ſay ſhe 
is honeſt, Knight? 

Sir Greg. If | could not find in my Heart to throw 
my Dagger at thy Head, Hilts and all, I'm an Aſs, and 
no Gentleman. 

Clown. Throw your Dagger at me! Do not Knight, I 

ive you fair Warning, tis but caſt away if you do, for 
you {hall have no other Words of me; the Lady is an ho- 
neſt Lady, whatſoever Reports may go of Sports and Toys, 


and Thoughts, and Words, and Deeds, betwixt her and 


the Party which I will not name; this I give you to un- 
derſtand, That another Man may have as good an Eye, as 
amorous a Nole, as fair a ſtampt Beard, and be as proper 
a Man as a Knight, (I name no parties) a Servingman may 
be as good as a Sir, a Pompey as a Gregory, a Doodle as a 
Fip; fo Servingman Pompey Dooule may be refpected 


as well with Ladies, (though I name no Parties) as 


Sir Gregory Fop; fo farewell. Exit. 

Sir Greg. If the Fellow be not out of his Wits, then 
will I never have any more Wit while! live; either the 
Sight of the Lady has gaſter'd him, or ciſe he's drunk, or 
elſe he walks in his Sleep, or elſe's a Fool, or a Knave, or 
both, one of the three I'm ſure 'tis; yet now I think 
on't ſhe has not us'd me ſo kindly as her Unkle promis'd 
me ſhe ſhould ; but that's all one, he ſays I ſhall have her, 
and I dare take his Word for the beſt Worſe I have, and 
that's a weightier thing thana Lady, I'm ſure on't. [ Exit. 


A Enter Lady Ruinous (as a Man) Witty-Pate, Sir Rui— 


nous,Priſcian, and Maſter Credulous, binding and rob- 
bing her, and in Scarfs. Credulous finds the bag. 
L. Ruin. Nay; 1 am your own, 'tis in your Pleaſure 
How you'll deal with me; yet I would intreat, 
You will not make that which is.bad enough, 
Worſe than it need be, by a ſecond ill, 
When it can render you Yo ſecond Profit; 
If it be Coin you ſeek, you have your Prey, 
All wy Store I yow, (and it weighs a hundred,) 


My Life, or any. Hurt you give my Body, 
Can inrich you no: more. 


Nn 2 Witty, 
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Will make me know you fully, I proteſt 
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Wich Rumps and Kidnies, and Cues of ſingle Beer, 


4 


Witty. You may purſue, : 
L. Ruin. As J am a Gentleman, I never will, 
_ Werzy, Only we'll bind you to quiet Behaviour 
Till you call out for Bail, and on th'other _ 5 
Side of the Hedge leave you; but keep the Peace By 
Till we be our of hearing, for by that © 
We ſhall be out of Danger; if we come back, 
We come with a Miſchief. 
L. Ruin. You need not fear me. 
Priſ. Come, we'll beſtow you then. 
Exe. Ruin. Priſ. and Lach. 
Mitty. W hy law you, Sir, is not this a ſwifter Revenue 
than, Sic probas, ergo's & igitur's can bring in? Why is 
not this one of your Syllogiſmes in Barbara? Omme uti: We 
le eſt boneſtum. . um 
Cred. Well, Sir, a little more of this Acquaintance ö 


\ 


You have (at firſt fight) made me conſcious 

Of tuch a Deed my Dreams ne'er prompted, yet 

I could almoſt have wiſh'd rather ye'ad rob'd me 

Of my Cloak, (or my Purſe, 'tis a Scholar's) 

Than to have made me a Robber. 

I had rather have anſwer'd three difficult Queſtions, 

Than this one, as eaſie as yet it ſeems. (for't; 
Witty. Tuſh, you ſhall never come to father anſwer 

Can you confeſs your penurious Uncle, 

In his full Face of Love, to be ſo ſtrict 

A Nigard to your Commons, that you are fain 

To ſize your Belly out with Shoulder Fees? 


And yet make Daymy to feed more daintily, ; 
At this eaſier Rate? Fie Maſter Credulous k 
I Bluſh for you. Ke Y 
Cred. This is a Tiuth undeniable. = 
Witty. Why go to then, I hope I know your Unclc, 
How 4d-es he uſe his Son, nearer than you? = 
Crad. Faith, like bis Jade, upon the bare Commons 
Turn'd out to pick his living as he can get it; ur 
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Ne would have heen glad to have ſhar'd in ſuch 
A Purchaſe, and thank'd his good Fortune too. 
Fa Enter Ruinous and Priſcian. 

8 But mum, no more — is all ſafe, Bullies? ' (his Loſs, 
BY Rn. Secure, the Gentleman thinks him molt happy in 
With his ſife Life and Limbs, and redoubles 
His firſt Vow, as he is a Gentleman, 

Never to purſue us. 
Wit, Well away then, 
Diſperſe you with Maſter Cedul:us, who ill 
Shall bear the Purchaſe, Priſc:an ard 1 
Will take ſome other TCourle: You know our Meetin 
At the Three Cups in St. Gile's, with this Protifo, 

(For 'tis a Law with us) that nothing be open'd 

Till all be preſent, the Loſer ſays a hundred, 

And it can weigh no leſs. 
Ruin. Come, Sir, we'li be your Cuide. 
Cred. My Honeſty, whick*till now was never forfeited, 


#4 
CI 


= All ſhall beccloſe till our Mecting. Exe. Cred. and Ruin. 


Witty. Tuſh, I believe't, s 


And then all ſhall out; where's the Thief that's robb'd > 


Enter Lady Ruinous. 

L. Ruin. Here, Maſter Oldcraft, all follows now. 

Witty. Twas neatly done, Wench, now to turn that 
Bay of Counterfeits to current Pieces, & actum eft. 
I. Rin. You are the Chymiſt, we'll blow the Fire ſtill, 
If you can mingle the Ingredients. 

Witty. I wil not miſs a Cauſc, a Quantity, a Dram; 
You know the Place. 

Priſ. | have told her that, Sir. 

Witty, Good, turn Ruinous to be a Conſtable, I'm ſure 
We want not Beards of all forts, from the 
Worſhipful Magiſtrate to the under Watchman 
Becauſe we muſt have no Danger ot Life, 
hut a cleanly Cheat, attach Credulous, 77 
* The Cauſe is plain, the Theft found about him; 

W Then fall I in his own Couſin's Shape 
By meer Accident, where finding him diſtreſt, 

I with'ſome Difficulty muſt fetch him off, 

With Promiſe that his Uncle ſhall hut up all 


Nn 3 With 
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His Mouth ſhall be ſtopt; you Miſtreſs rob-thief, 
Shall have your ſhare of what we can gull my F ather of; 
Is't plain enough? 


L. Ruin. As plain a Cozenage as can be, faith. 
itty. Father, I come again, and again when this is 
Paſt too, Father, one will beget another; 
Fa be loath to leave your Poſterity barren ; 
Lou were beſt come to Compoſition, Father, 
Two hundred Pieces yearly allow me yet, 
It will be the cheaper, Father, than my Wit, 
For I will cheat none but you, dear Father. Exeunt. 


ACTI SCENE 1 
Enter Old Knight and Sir Gregory. 


Old K* : T HY now you take the Courſe, Sir Gregory p: 
I could inforce her, and 1 liſt; * 
That's gently won, is a Man's own for cver; 
Have you prepar'd good Muſick £ | 
Sir Greg. As fine a Noiſe, Uncle, as Heart can wiſh, 


Old K. Why that's done like a Suitor, 
They muſt be wood a hundred ſeveral Ways, 
Before you obtain the righr way in a Woman, 
"Tis an odd Creature, full of Creeks and Windings, 
The Serpent has not more; for {tas all his, 

And then her own bcfide came in by her Mother. 

Sir Greg. A fearful Portion for a Man to venture on. 

Old R. But the way found once by the Wits of Men, 
There is no Creature lyes ſo tame again. 

Sir Greg. I promiſe you, not a Houſc-Rabbit, Sir. 

Old K. No ſucker on 'em all. br 

Sir Greg. What a thing's that? 
They're pretty Fools I warrant, when they're tame, 
As a Man can lay his Lips to. | 

Old K. Haw were you bred, Sir? 


Did 
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Did you never make a Fool of a Tenant's Daughter ? 
Sir Greg. Neveri' faith, they ha' made {ome Fools for me, 
And brought em many a time under their Aprons: 
Old K. They could not thew you the way plainlier, [ 
To make a Fool again. (think, 
Sir Greg. There's Fools enough, Sir, 
TLeſs they were wiſer. 
O14 K. This is wondrous rare, 1 7 
Come you to London with a Maiden-head, Knight? 
A Gentleman of ycur Rank ride with a Cloak-bag ! = [ 
Never an Hoſteſs by the way to leave it with? 
Nor Tapfter's Siſter? Nor Head. Oſtler's Wife? 
What, no Body? 
Lr Greg. Well mock'd, old Wit-monger, 
] keep it for your Neice. | 
O K. Do not ſay fo for {hame, ſhe'll laugh at thee; 
A Wife ne'er looks for't, 'tis a Batchclor's Penny, 
He may giv't to a heggar- wench, i'tli” Progreis time. 
And ne'er be call'd to account for't. [Extt. 
Sir Greg. Would I had known ſo much, 
I could ha” ſtopt a Beggar's Mouth by th' way 
| Enter Page and Fidler's Boy. 
That rail'd upon me, cauſe I'd give her nothing 
What, are they come? | 
Page. And plac'd directly, Sir, 
Under her Window. 
dir Greg. What may I call you, Gentleman? = 
Boy. A poor Servant to the Vio!,. I'm the Voice, Sir. 
Sir Greg. In good time, Maſter Voice. 
Boy. Indeęd- good time does get the Maſtery. 
Sr Greg. What Countryman, Maſter Voice ? 
Foy. Sir, born at Ely, we all ſet up in Ela, 
But our Houſe commonly breaks in Rurlandſbire. 
Sir Greg. A ſhrewd Place by my Faith, it may well 
break your Voice, 1 
It breaks many a Man's Back; come, ſet to your Buſineſs. 
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Fain would Twake y'u, Sweet, but fear 
f ſhoul{ invite you to worſe Cheer; 
In your Dreams you cannot fare 
Meaner than Muſick ; no compare; 
None of your Slumbers are compil'd 
Under the Pleaſure makes a Child; © 
Tour Day-delights, ſo well compa, 
That what yu think, tuns all to act. 
Pa wiſh my Life no better Play, 
Tour Dream by Night, your Thought by Day. 
Wake gently, wake, 3 
Part ſoftly from your Dreams 
The Morning flies | 
Ty your fair Eyes, 
To take her ſpecial Beams. 


Sir Greg. IJ hear her up; here Maſter Pore, 
Pay you the Inſtruments, fave what you can, 
Enter Neice above. 


To keep you when you're crackt. Exit Boy, 


Neice. Who ſhould this be, 
Thar i'm ſo much beholding to, for ſweetneſs? 


Pray Heav'n it happens right. 


Sir Greg. Good morrow, Miſtreſs. 
Neice. An ill Day and a thouſand come upon tice, 


Sir Greg. Light, that's ſix hundred more than any Al- 


manack has. | 
Neice. Comes it from thee? it is the mangieſt Muſick 


That ever Woman heard. 


Sir Greg. Nay, ſay not ſo, Lady, 


There's not an itch about 'em. 


NMeice. I could curſe 


My attentive Powers, for giving entrance tot; 
There is no boldneſs like the Impudence 


That's lockt in a Fool's Blood; how durſt you do this? 
In Conſcience J abus'd you as ſufficiently 
As Woman could a Man; inſatiate Coxcomb, 


The 
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The mocks and ſpiteful Language I have given thee, 
Would o' my Life ha' ſerv'd ten reaſonable Men, 
And riſe contented too, and left enough for their Friends, 
Thou glutton at Abuſes, never ſatisfied ? 
am perſwaded thou devour'ſt more flouts 
Than all thy Body's worth, and ſtill a hungred! 
A miſchief of that Maw, prithee ſeek elſewhere, 
In troth I am weary of abuſing thee; | 
Get thee a freſh Miſtreſs, thou'dſt make work enough; 
do not think there's ſcorn enough in Town 
To ſerve thy turn, take the Court-Ladies in, 
And all their Women to 'em, that exceed 'em. 
Sir Greg. Is this in earneſt, Lady? 
Neice. Oh unſatiable! 
Doſt thou count all this but an Earneſt yet? 
I'd thought I'd paid thee all the whole Sum, truſt me; 
Thou'lt beggar my Deriſion utterly 
If thou ſtay'ſt longer, I ſhall want a Laugh: 
If I knew where to borrow a Contempt (then : 
Would hold thee tack, ſtay and be hang'd, thou ſnhouldſt 
But thou'ſt no Conſcience now to extort hate from me, 
When one has ſpent all ſhe can make upon thee; 
Muſt I begin to pay thee hire again, 
Aſter I have rid thee twice? faith 'tis unreaſonable. 
Str Greg. Say you ſo? I'll know that preſently. [ Exzz. 
Neice. Now he runs i | 
To fetch my Uncle to this muſty Bargain, 
But I have better ware always at hand. 
And lay by this ſtill, when he comes to cheapen. 
Enter Cunningham. 
un. I met the Muſick now, yet cannot learn 
What Entertainment he 1eceiv'd from her. 
Neice. There's ſome Body ſer already, I muſt to't, I ſee. 
Well, well, Sir Gregory? TY. 
Cun, Ha, Sir Gregory? 6 
Neice. Where-c'er you come, you may well boaſt your 
Conqueſt. 
Cun, She's loſt i'faith, enough, has Fortune then 
Remembred her great Boy? the ſeldom fails em. i 
eice, 


* 


| 

| 

| 

| 
| 

| 
A 
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| Neice. H'was the unlikelieſt Man at firſt, methouphy 
To have my Love, we never met but wrangled. | 
Cun. A pox upon that wrangling, ſay I ſtill, 
I never knew it fail yet, where-e'er't came; 


It never comes but like a ſtorm of Hail, 


"Tis ſure to bring fine weather at the Tail on't, 
There's not one match mongſt twenty made without it, 
It fights Ith* Tongue, bur ſure to agree i'th' Haunches, 
Neice. That Man that ſhould ha'told me when time was, 
I ſhould ha' had him, had been laugh'd ar piteouſly, 
But ſee how things will change? 
Cm. Here's a Heart feels it Oh the deceitful pro- 
miſes of Love! i” 5 
What truſt ſhould a Man put i'th' Lip of Woman? 
She kiſs d me with that ſtrength, as if {had meant 
To ha ſet the fair print of her Soul upon me. 
Neice. I would ha (worn twould ne'cr ha been a Match 
once. | | 
Cun. VII hear no more, Pm mad to hear ſo much, 
Why ſhould I aim my Thoughts at better fortunes 
Than younger Brothers have? that's a Maid with nothing, 
Or ſome old Soap-boiler's Widow, without Teeth, 


There waits my Fortune for me; ſeek no farther. - 


1 Exit Cun. 
Enter Old Knight, and Sir Gregory. 
Old K. Vou tell me things, Sir Gregory, that cannot be. 
She will not, nor ſhe dares not. 
Sir Greg. Would I were whipt then. 
Neice. I'll make as little ſae w of love, Sir Gregor), 


As ever Woman did, you ſhall not know 


You have my Heart a good while. 

Old K. Heard you that? 0 
 Neice, Man will inſult ſo ſoon, 'tis his condition, 
Tis good to keep him off as long as we can, 
I've much ado I ſwear; and love i'th eng 
Will have his courſe, let Maids do what they can, 
They are but frail things till they end in Man. 

Old K. What ſay you to this, Sir??? 

Sir Greg. This is ſome what handſome. 5 a 
Noice. And by that little wrangling that 1 feign'd, / 
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Now ſhall try how conſtant his Love is, x 
Although't went fore againſt my Heart to chide him. 
Sir Greg. Alas poor Gentlewoman. 
Od K. Now you're ſure of Truth, 
You hear her own Thoughts ſpeak. 
Sir Greg. They ſpeak indeed. 
C14 K. Go, you're a brainleſs Coax, a Toy, a Fop, 
PII go no farther than your Name, Sir Gregory, 
[ll right my ſelf there; were you from this place, 
You ſhould perceive l'm heartily angry with you; 
Offer ro ſow ſtrife *twixr my Neice and I? 
Good morrow, Neice, good morrow. 
Neice. Many fair ones to you, Sir. (Morning? 
Old K. Go, you're a Coxcomb. How doſt Neice, this 
An idle ſhallow Fool : Sleep'ſt thou well, Girl? 
Fortune may very well provide thee Lordſhips, 
For Honeſty has left thee little Manners. 
Sir Greg. How am I bang'd o' both ſides? 
0/4 K. Abuſe kindneſs? Will't take the Air to day, Neice? 
Neice. When you pleaſe, Sir, 5 
There ſtands the Heir behind you I muſt take, 
(Which I'd as lieve take as take him, I ſwear.) (now? 
014K. La' you; do you hear't continued to your Teeth 
A pox of all ſuch Gregories; what a hand EP 
Have I with you? [ Neice lets fall her Scarf. 
Sir Greg, No more i'feck, I ha' done, Sir: 
Lady, your Scarf's fall'n down. 
Neice. Tis but your luck, Sir, 
And does preſage the Miſtreſs muſt fall ſhortly 
You may wear it, and you pleaſe. ; 
Old K. There's a trick for you, 1 
You're parlouſly beloy'd, you ſhould complain. 
Sir Greg. Yes, when I complain, Sir, 
Then do your worſt, there Þ'Il deceive you, Sir. 
Od K. Vou are a Dolt, and ſo leave you, Sir. ¶ Exit. 
Str Greg, Ah Sirrah, Miſtreſs were you caught, i faich? 
We overheard you all; I muſt not know © 
I have your Heart, take heed o' that, I pray, 
| knew ſome Scarf would come. 


NV. eice. 
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Neice. He's quite gone ſure: 
Ah you baſe Coxcomb, couldſt thou come again? 
And ſo abus'd as thou waſt? 3 
Sir Greg. HoWw?ꝰ 
Neice. 'T would ha' kilPd 
A ſenſible Man, he would ha' gone to his Chamber 
And broke his Heart, by this time. iy 
Lir Greg. Thank you heartily. 
Neice. Or fixt a naked Rapier in a Wall, 
Like him that earn d his Knighthood e'er he had it, 


And then refus'd upon't, ran up to th' Hilts. (to't, 
Six Greg. Ves, let him run for me, I was never brought up 
I never profeſs'd running i' my Life. _ (Vermin. 


Neice. What art thou made on? thou tough villainous 


Will nothing deſtroy thee? 
Sir Greg. Yes, yes, aſſure your ſelf 

Unkind Words may do much. 

Neice. Why, doſt thou want em? 

I've Cen conſum'd my Spleen to help thee to 'em: 

Tell me what fort of words they be would ſpecd thee? 

I'll ſee what I can do yet. . 

Sir Greg. I'm much beholding to you, 

You're willing to beſtow huge p>ins upon me. 
Neice. I ſhould account nothing too much to rid thee. 
Sir Greg. 1 wonder you'd not offer to deſtroy mc, 

All the while your Uncle was here. 

Neice. Why there thou betray'ſt thy Houſe we of the 
Old-Crafrs RT iO 5 
Were born to more Wit than ſo. 
Sir Greg. I wear your Favour here. 
Neice. Would it might rot thy Arm off: If thou knewll 
Wich what contempt thou haſt it, what Hearts bitterneſs, 
How many cunning Curſes came along with it, 
Thou'dſt quake to handle it. 
Sir Greg. A pox, takc't again then; 
Who'd be thus plagu'd of all Hands? 
 Nerce. No, wear't ſtill, 

But long I hope thou ſhalt not, tis but ca 

Upon thee, purpoſely to ſerve another ; 

That has more right to't; as in ſome Countries they con- 

— Their 


—— 
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Their Treaſure upon Aſſes to their Friends; 

If mine be but ſo wiſe, and apprehenſive, 

As my Opinion gives him to my Heart, 

It ſtays not long on thy deſertleſs Arm; 

I'll make thee, e er I ha' done, not dare to wear 
Any thing of mine, although I give't thee freely; 


q 8 may, and make what ſhew you can, 
But you carry't to a worthier Man, 


Sir Greg. Hu hum, ha hum; 
I han'r the Spirit now to daſh my Brains out, 
Nor the Audacity to kill my ſelf, 
But I could cry my Heart out, that's as good, 
For ſo't be out, no matter which way it comes, 
If I can dye with a fillip, or depart 
At hot-cockles, what's that to any Man? | 
If there be ſo much Death that ſerves my turn there. 
Every one knows the ſtate of his own Body, 
No Carrion kills a Kite, but then agan 


If I knew which way, without hurt or danger. 
I am a Maiden-Knighr, and cannot look 

Upon a naked Weapon with any Modeſty, 

Elſe *twould go hard with me, and to complain 
To Sir Perfidious the old Knight again, 


But ne' er believe me. 

Enter Cunningham. 

And few Men dye o' beating, that were loſt too: 

Oh, here's my Friend, I'll make my moan to him. 

Quin. 1 cannot tear her Memory from my Heart, 

Thar treads mine down; was ever Man ſo fool'd 

That profeſs'd Wit ? ” | 

Sir Greg. O Cunningham? 

Cun. Sir Gregory? . 

The Choice, the Victor, the Town's happy Man? 

Comfort, and do'ſt abuſe me too? | 
cun Abuſe you? How, Sir? 

Wich juſtifying your Fortune, and your Joys? 


And ſo good morrow to you. [ Exit. 


There's Cheeſe will choak a Daw ; time I were dead i' faith, 


Were to be more abus'd ; perhaps he would beat me well, 


Sir Greg 'Snigs, What doſt mean? come I to thee for 


Sir Greg. 
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Sir Gr. Pray hold your hand, Sir, I've been bob'd enough 

Lou come with a new way now; ſtrike me merrily | 
But when a Man's ſore beaten o'both ſides already, 

Then the leaſt tap in Jeſt goes ro the Guts on him. 

Wilt ha'the Truth? l'm made the rankeſt Aſs 

That e'er was born to Lordſhips. 

Cun. What? no Sir? 
Sir Greg. | had not thought my Body could a yielded 

All thoſe foul ſcurvie Names that ſhe has call'd me, 

I wonder whence ſhe fetch'd 'em. 5 
(un. Is this credible? ; 
Sir Greg. She pin'd this Scarf upon me afore her Uncle 

But his Back turn'd, ſhe curs*d me ſo for wearing on't, 

The very brawn of mine Arm has ak'd ever ſince, 

Yet in a manner forc'd me to wear't ſtill, 

But hop'd I ſhould-not long; if good Luck ſerve 

I ſhould meet one that has more Wit and Worth 

Should take it from me, *twas bur lent to me, 

And ſent to him for a Token. 

Cun. I conceit it, I know the Man : 
Thar lies in wait fort, part with't by all means, 
In any caſe, you are way-laid abour it. 

Sir Greg. How Sir, way- laid? : 
Cun. Pox of a Scarf, ſay I, 

I prize my Friend's Life bove a Million on 'em, 

You ſhall be rul'd, Sir, Iknow more than you. 

Sir Greg. If you know more than I, let me be rid on't, 

Laſs, 'tis not for my wearing, ſo ſhe told me. 
Cun. No, no, give me't, the Knave ſhall miſs his purpoſe, 

And you ſhall live. 

Gir Greg. [would as long as I could, Sir. | 
un. No more Replies, you ſhall, I'll prevent this, 

Pompey ſhall March without it. | 

Sir Greg. What, is't he? 

My Man that was? 

_ Cun, Call him your deadly Enemy; 

You give him too fair a Name, you deal too nobly, 

He bears a bloody Mind, a cruel Foe, Sir; 

1 care not if he heard me. | 


Sir 
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„ Greg. But, do you hear, Sir? 
* Cond with Reaſon ſhe ſhould affe& him ? 
| © Gun. Do you talk of Reaſon? I never thought to have 
Sucha Word come from you, Reaſon in Love? (heard 
Would you give that no Doctor could e' er give? 
Has not a Deputy married his Cook Maid ? 
An Alderman's Widow, one that was her turn-broach 
Nay, has not a great Lady brought her Stable 
Into her Chamber : Lay with her Horſe-keeper ? 
Sir Greg. Did ever Love play ſuch Jades tricks, Sir? 
Gm. Oh thouſands, thouſands; beware a ſturdy Clown 

cer while you live, Sir; 

Tis like a Huſwifery in moſt Shires about us; 
You ſhall ha' Farmers Widows wed thin Gentlemen 
Much like your ſelf, but put 'em to no ſtreſs : 
What Work can they do, with ſmall Trap-ſtick Legs, 
They keep Clowns to ſtop Gaps and drive in Pegs, 
A drudgery fit for Hinds; &'en back again, Sir, 
You're ſafeſt at returning. 
Sir Greg. Think you ſo, Sir? 

Ci. But how came this Clown to becall'd Pompey firſt ? 
Sir Greg. Puſh, one Goodman Ceſar, a Pump-maker, 
kerſen'd him 5 | 
Pompey he writes himſelf, but his right Name's Pumpey, 

And ſtunk too when I had him, now he's crank. * 
Cun. Pm glad I know ſo much to quell his Pride, Sir, 
Walk you Nil that way, I'll make uſe of this 

To reſolve all my Doubts, and place this Favour 

On ſome new Miſtreſs, only for a try, 


Sir Greg. Is Pompey grown ſo malepert, ſo frampel ? 
The 3 x al Ladies u 3 * 
Enter Old Knight. 

And his blade ſooneſt out. 5 

O14 K. Now, what's the News, Sir? 

Sr Gr. I dare not ſay but good, oh excellent good, Sir. 

0 K. I hope now you're reſolv'd ſhe loves you, Knight? 

Nr. Cuds me, what elſe, Sir? that's not to do now. 

Od x. You would not think how deſperately you an- 

ger'd me, 1 NN 
When 


And if it meet my Thoughts, I'll ſwear 'tis J. [ Zxir. 
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When you bely'd her Goodneſs, oh you vext me 
Even to a Palſey. os 
 - Orr Greg. What a thing was that, Sir? 
Enter Neice. 
Neice. Tis, that 'tis ; as I have hope of Sweetnet, 
the Scarf's gone; g : 
Worthy wiſe Friend, I doat upon thy cunning, 
We two ſhall be well match'd, our Iſſue Male ſure 
Will be born Counſellors; is't poſſible? 
Thow ſhalt have another token out of hand for't; 
Nay, ſince the way's found, pity thou ſhouldſt want, 
O my belt joy and deareſt. - (V ith, 
Old K. Well ſaid, Niece, 15 e 
So violent fore your Uncle? What will you do 
In ſecret then? 
Sir Greg. Marry call me Slave and Raſcal. 
Neice. Your Scarf — the Scarf | gave you 
Old K. Maſs that's true, Neice, 
I ne'er thought upon that; the Scarf ſhe gave you--Sir, 
What, Dumb? No Anſwer from you? the Scarf? 
Sir Greg. | was way-laid about it, my Life threatened; 
Life's Life, Scarf's but a Scarf, and fo I parted from. 
Neice. Unfortunate Woman ! My firſt Favour too? 
Old K. Will you be {till an Aſs? no Reconcilement 
Twixt you and Wit? Are you ſo far fallen out 
You'll never come together? I tell you true, 
I'm very lowſily aſham'd on you, 
That's the worſt Shame that can be: 
Thus baiting on him: Now his Heart's hook'd in, 
Fll make him, cer I ha' done, take her with nothing. 
I love a Man that lives by his Wits alive; 
Nay leave, ſweet Neice, *tis but a Scarf, let it go. 
Neice. The going of it never grieves me, Sir, 
It is the manner, the manner 
Sir Greg. O diſſembling Marmaſet! If I durtt ſpeak, 
Or could be believ'd when I ſpeak, 8 
What a Tale could I tell, to make Hair ſtand upright 
now? oY 


Neice. 
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Nice. Nay, Sir, at your Requeſt you ſhall perceive, 
With what renewing Love J forgive this: (Unele, 
Here's a fair Diamond, Sir, PII try how long 
You can keep that ? 5 

Sir Greg. Not very long, you know't too, 

Like a cunning Witch as you are. 

Neice. Yare beſt let him ha that too. 

Sir Greg. So 1 were, | think, there were no living elſe, 
thank you, as you have handled the Matter. 

Old K. Why this is muſical now, and Tueſclay next 
Shall tune your Inſtruments, that's the Day ſer. 

Neice. A Match, good Uncle. 

Old K. Sir, you hear me roo? 
Sir Greg. Oh very well, I'm for you. PEER 
Neice. What cer you hear, you know my Mind 
85 Exe. Old Knight and Neice. 

Sir Greg. Ay,a-—on't, too well, if I do not wonder 

how we two ſhall come together; I'm a Bear- Whelp? He 
talks of Tueſday next, as familiarily as if we lov'd one 
| another, but tis as unlikely to me, as twas ſeven Year 
before I aw her; I ſhall try his Cunning, it may be he 
has a way was never yet thought on, and it had need to 

be ſuch a one, for all that I can think on will never do't; 
look to have this Diamond taken from me very ſpee- 
dily, therefore I'll rake it off o' my Finger, for if it be 
ſeen, I ſhall be way-laid for that too. _ [Exir. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 


Enter Old Knight and Witty-Pate. 
, 01d « © * Torture! Torture! Thou carry'ſt a Sting 
i'th' thy Tail, 3 
Thou never brought'ſt good News i'thy Life yet, 
And that's an ill Quality, leave it when thou wilt. 


Vol, VI. Oo Witty, 


* 
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Witty. Why you receive a Bleſſing the wrong Way, Sir 
all you not this good News? to ſave at once, Sir 
Tour Credit and your Kinſman's Life together? 
Would it not vex your Peace, and gaule your Worth 
T'have one of your Name hang'd? 8 
Old R. Peace, no ſuch Words, Boy. 5 
Mitty. Be thankful for the Bleſſing of Prevention then, 
| Cd K. Le'me fee, there was none hang'd out of our 
ix Houſe ſince Brute, 
| J ha' ſearch'd both S and Hollingſhead, 
IWitty. O Sir. 0 
O14 K. VII ſee what Polychronicon ſays anon too 
j Mitty. Twas a miraculous Fortune that L heard on't. 
a Old K. I would thow'dft never heard on't. 
| Mitty. That's true too, 5 
So it had nc'er been done; to fee the Luck on't, 
He was even brought to Juſtice Aurum's Threſhold, 
There had flown forth a Mittimus ſtraight for Newgate; 
And note the Fortune too, Scſſions a Thurſday, | 
Jury call'd out a Friday, Judgment a Saturday, 
Dungeon a Sunday, Tyburn a Monday, 
Miſeries quotidian Ague, when't begins once, 
Every Day pulls him, *ci!l he pull his laſt. 
Old K. No more, I fay, tis an ill Theam; where 
left you him ? 
Witty. He's i'th* Conſtables Hands below i'th' Hall, Sir, 
Poor Gentleman, and his Accuſer with him. 
Old K, What's he? N 
Wirry. A Judge's Son 'tis thought, ſo much the worle 
He'll hang his Enemy, and't ſhall coſt him nothing,(t00, 
Thar's a great Privilege. | 
O14 K. Within there? Ns 


Enter a Servant, 


Ser. Sir? ET 
C K Call up the Folks ith* Hall. I had ſuch Rope 
on him, | 


For a Scholar too, 4 ching thou ne er walt fit ſor, 
Therefore erected all my Joys in him, 


Got a Welch Benefice in Reverſion ſor him, . 
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Dean of Cardigan, has his Grace already, 
He can marry and bury, yet ne'er a Hair on's Face, 
Enter Credulous, Sir Ruinous (as a Conſtable) and 
Lady Gentry, as a Man. 
Like a French Vicar, and does he bring ſuch Fruits to 
Town with him? 
A Thief at his firſt lighting? Oh good den to you. 
Witty, Nay, ſweet Sir, you're ſo vext now, you'll 
rieve him, | 
And hurt your ſelf. 
Old K. Away, I'll hear no Counſel; 
Come you but once 1n ſeven Year to your Uncle, 
And at that time muſt you be brought home too? 
And by a Conſtable ? 
Witty. Oh ſpeak low, Sir, 
Remember your own Credit, you profeſs 
You love a Man o' Wit, begin at home, Sir, 
Expreſs it 1'your ſelf. | 
Lady. Nay, Maſter Conſtable, 5 
Shew your ſelf a wife Man, gainſt your Nature too. 
Ruin. Sir, no Diſh Porridgement, we have brought home 
As good Men as ye. 1 | 
Old K. Out, a North-Britain Conſtable, that Tongue 
Will publiſh all, it ſpeaks fo broad already; 
Are you the Gentlemane- | 
I. Rain. The unfortunate one, Sir, 
| That fell into the Power of mercileſs Thieves, 
Whereof this Fellow, whom 1'd call your Kinſman 
As little as I could, for the {air Reverence 
| 1 owe to Fame and Years, was the prime Villain. 
Od K. A wicked Prime. 
Witty. Nay, not ſo loud, ſweet Father. 
L. Ruin. The reſt are fled, but I ſhall meet with em, 
| Hang one of 'em I will certain, I ha' ſwore it, 
And 'twas my Luck to light upon this firſt, 
Od K. A cambridge Man for this? theſe your De- 
„ prees, vir? 5 
Nine Vears at Univerſity for this Fellowſhip? 
Witty. Take yourVoice lower, dear Sir. 
| Oo 2 Od K. 
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Old K. What's your Loſs, Sir? 
L. Ruin. That which offends me to repeat, the Mo- 
ny's whole, Sir, 

' Tis 'th' Conſtable's Hands there, a ſeal'd hund:eJ, 
But I will not receive it. 

O14 K. No? Not the Mony, Sir, 
Having con:eſt *tis all? 

L. Ruin. Uis all the Mony, Sir, 
Bur tis not all I loſt, for when they bound me, 
They took a Diamond hung at my Shirt String, 
Which fear of Life made me forget to hide; 
It being the ſparkling Witneſs of a Contract 


N ixt à great Lawyer s Daughter and my ſelt. A 


Witty. I told you what he was : What does the Dia- 
Concern my Couſin, Sir? (mond 
L. Ruin No more did the Mony, 

Put he thall anſwer all now. 
Misty. There's your Conſcience, 
It ſhews from whence ycu ſprung: 
L Ruin. Sprung? | had leapt a Thief, 
Had I leapt ſome of your Alliance. 
Witty. Slave! 
L. Auin. You prevent me ſtill. 
Old K. *>1'd, Son, are you mad? 
L. Ruin. Come, come, il take a legal Courſe. 
Oli K. Will you undo us ali? What's your Demand, 
Now we're in's Danger too. (Sir? 
L. Ruin. A hundred Mark, Sir, | 
I will not bate a Doit. 
Witty. A hundred Raſcals. (take cm. 
L. Ruin. Sir, find 'em out in your own Blood, and 
Witty. Go take your Courſe, follow the Law, and 


ſpare not. | 
Old k. Does Fury make you drunk? Know you whit 
you ſay? _ 


Witty A hundred Dogs dungs: do your worſt. 
Old K. You do, I'm ſure: Who's loud now? 
Witty. What, his own asking? 
O K. Not in ſuch a Caſe? 


A 
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Witty. You ſhall have but threeſcore Pound; ſpite a 
your Teeth, 
III fee you hang'd firſt. 
O K. And what's ſeven pound more, Man? 
That all this coil's about? {lay, I fay, he ſhall ha't. 
Witty. It is your own, you may do What you pleaſe 
with it; 
Pardon my Leal, I would ha' fav'd you Mony; 
Give him all bis own asking? 
Old K. What's that to you, Sir? 
Be ſparing of your own, teach me to pinch 
In ſuch a caſe as this? go, go, live by your Wits, go. 
Witty. I practiſe all I can. 
Old K. Follow you me, Sir, 
And, Maſter Conſtable, come from the Knave, 
| And be a witneſs of a full Recompence. 
5 oy ſtop the Conſtable's Mouth, what c'er you 
o, Sir. 
Old K. Vet again? as if I meant not to do that my ſelf, 
Without your Counſel? As for you, precious Kinſman, 
W Your firſt Years Fruits in Wales ſhall go to rack for this; 
Lou lie not in my Houſe, Il pack you out, 
1 And pay for your Lod ing rather. 
Exeunt Knight, Ruin. and Lady 
Mith. Oh fie, Couſin, 
W Theſc are ill courſes, you a Scholar too? 
= Crd. I was drawn into't moſt unfortunately, 
By filthy deboiſt Company. 


Witty. I, I, I. 
Lis even the ſpoil of all our Youth in England. 
Phat were they, Gentlemen? — 


ed. Faith fo like Come on em, 


They were ev'n the worſe again. 
Witty. Hum. 


Oed. Great Tobacco whiffers, 


They would go near to rob with a Pipe in their Mouths. 
Witty, What, no? 


Oed. Faith leave it, Couſin, becauſe Raſcals uſe it. 


Witty. So they do Meat and Drink; muſt worthy Gen- 
tlemen 
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Refrain their Food for that? an honeſt Man 

May cat of the ſame Pig ſome Parſon dines with, 

A Lawyer and a Fool feed of one Woodcock, 

Vet one nc'er the ſimpler, t'other neer the wiſer ; 

Tis not Meat, Drink, or Smoak, Diſh, Cup, 

— Co- operates to the making of a Knave, 

Tis the condition makes a Slave, à S'ave, 
There's London Philoſophy for you; I tell you Couſin, 
You cannot be too cautelous, nice, of dainty, 

In your Society here, eſpecially _ | 
When you come raw from the Univerſity, 

Before the World has hard'ncd you a little; 

For as a butter'd Loaf is a Scholar's Breakfaſt there, 
So a poacht Scholar is a Cheater's Dinner here; 

I ha' known ſeven of 'em ſupt up at a Meal. 

Cred. Why a poacht Sholar ? 

Witty. Cauſe he pours himſelf forth, 

And all his Secrers, at the firſt Acquaintance, 

Never fo crafty to be caten i'th' Shell, 

But is our-ſtript of all he has at firſt, . 
And goes down glib, he's ſwallowed with ſharp Wit, 
Stead of Wine Vinegar, 

Cred. I ſhall think, Couſin, | 
O' your poacht Scholar, while I live. 

Enter Servant, 

Ser. Maſter Credulous, | 
Your Uncle wills you to forbear the Houſe, _ 

You muſt with me,” Pm charg'd to ſee you plac d 
In ſome new Lodging about Th:icuing-Lane. = 

What the Conccit's, I know not, but commands you 
To be ſeen here no more, till you hear further 
Ceed. Here's a ſtrange welcome, Sir. 

Mitty. This is the World, Couſin; F 
When a Man's Fame's once poiſon d, fare thee well, Lad. 
1 5 | Exit Cred. and Servant- 
This is the happieſt Cheat Je er claim d ſhare in, 

It has a two-fold Fortune, gets me Coin, 
And puts him out of Grace, that ſtood between me, 
; My Father's Cambridge Jewel, much ſuſpected 
n To be his Heir, now there's a Bar ins hopes. 


or Pipe, 


Euter 
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Eurer Ruinous and Lady Gentry. 
Ruin. It chinks, make haſte. 
Lady. The Goat at Smithfeld Pens. 
5 Enter Cunningnam. 
Wit. Zo, zo, Zufficient. Maſter Cunning bam“? 
I never have ill luck when 1 meet a Wit. 
Gm. A Wit's better to meet, than to follow, then, 
For I ha' none ſo good I can commend yet 
But commonly Men unfortunate to themlely23, 
Are luckieſt to their Friends, and fo may I be. 
Mit. I run o'er ſo much Worth, going but in haſte 
from you, | | 
All my deliberate Friendſhip cannot equal. 


Cun. Tis but to ſhew, that you can place ſometimes 


Enter Mirabell. 

Your Modeſty a top of all your Virtues. 
This Gentleman may pleaſure me yet again; 
I am ſo haunted with this broad-brim'd Hat 
Of the laſt progreſs block, with the young Hat-band, 
Made for a ſucking Devil of two years old, 
know not where to turn my (elf. 
. Mir. Sir? . | 
Cun. More Torture? 

Mir. Tis rumour'd that you love me. 

Gun. A my troth Gentlewoman, 
Rumour's as falſe a Knave as ever piſt then, 
Pray tell him ſo from me; I cannot feign 
With a ſweet Gentlewoman, I muſt deal downright. 


[ Exit Wit. 


Mir. Iheard, though you diſſembled with my Aunt, Sir, 


And that makes me more confident. 
Cun. There's no falſhood, an 
But pays us our own ſome way; I confeſs 
[ feign'd with her, *twas for a weightier purpoſe, 
But not with thee, I ſwear. 
. Mir, Nor I with you then, OTIS. 
Ithough my Aunt enjoin'd me to diſſemble, 
To right her Spleen, I love you faithfully. 
Cun. Light, this is worſe than 'twas. ' 
Air. I find ſuch Worth in you, | 
I cannor, nay I dare not dally with you, 
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This drives me to my Conſcience, for tis foul 


As mine brings you, and that's proportionable. 


You talk ſo deſperately? tis a great Happinefs, 


Vet I love Gratitude, I muſt requite you, 
I ſhall be fick elſe; but to give you me, 
A thing you muſt not take, if you mean to live, 


IJ muſt be ſome wealthy Gregory, boil'd to a Jelly, 


For fear the Alame conſume me. 
Cun. Here's freſti trouble, 


To injure one that deals directly with me. 
Air. I crave but ſuch a truth from your Love, dir, 


Cin. A good Geometrician, ſhrew my Heart; 
Why are you out o'your Wits, pretty plump Gentle. 
woman, 


Love has made one on's wiſer than another, 
We ſhould be both caſt away elſe; 


For a' my troth I hardly can my ſelf; | ' 
No wiſe Phyſician will preſcribe me for you. 
Alas, your State is weak, you had need of Cordials, 
Some rich Electuary, made of a Son and Heir, 
An elder Brother, in a Culliſſe, whole, 


That muſt reſtore you to the {tate of new Gowns, 
French Ruffs, and mutable Head-tires, | 
Mir. But, where is he, Sir? : 
One thar s ſo rich will ne'er wed me with nothing. 
Cun. Then ſee thy Conſcience, and thy Wit together, 
Would'ſt thou have me then, that has nothing neither? 
What fay you ro Fop Gregory the firſt, yonder? 
Will you acknowledge your time amply recompenc'd? 
Full Satisfaction upon Love's Record? 
Without any more Suit, if I combine you? 
Mir. Ves, by this honeſt Kiſs. 
Gin. You're a wile Clyent, 
To pay your Fee before-hand, but all do ſo. 
You know the worſt already, that's the beſt too, 
Mir. I know he's a Fool. | 3 
Gun. You're ſhrewdly hurt then; 
This is your Comfort, your great wiſeſt Women 
Pick their firſt Husband {till out of that Houle, 


hab— 
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And ſome will have em to chuſe, if they bury twenty. 
Mir. I'm of their Minds, that like him for a Husband 
To run Youths Race with, *tis very pleaſant, 
But when I'm old, I'd always with for a wiſer. 
Gin. You may have me by that time: NN 
For this firſt Buſineſs, 8 
Reſt upon my Performance, 
Mir. With all thankfulneſs. 
un. | have a Project you mult aid me in too. 
Mir. You bind me to all lawful Action, Sir. 
Cun. Pray wear this Scarfe about you. 
Mir. 1 conjecture now—— ?:: 
- Cun; There's a Court Principle for't, one Office muſt 
help another; 
As for Example, for your caſt o' Manchits out o'th'Pantry, _ 
I'Il allow you a Gooſe out &th* Kirchin. 
Mir. Tis very ſociably done, Sir, farewel Performance, wok 
I ſhall be bold to call you fo. | 
Cun. Do, {ſweet Confidence. 
Enter Sir Gregory. 1 
If I can match my two broad brim'd Hats; 
'Tis he, I know the Maggot by his Head; 
| - Now ſhall J learn News of him, my precious Chief. 
Sir Greg. I have been ſeeking for you i'th' Bowling- 
Green, | | 5 
Enquir'd at Netrletons and Anthonies Ordinary, 
T'ha's vext me to th? Heart, look, I've a Diamond here, 
And it cannot find a Maſter. . 
Cun. No? that's hard faith. 
Sir Greg. It does belong to ſome Body, a- on him, 
I would he had it, does but trouble me, 
And ſhe that ſent it, is ſo waſpiſh too, 
There's no returning to her *rillt be gone. 
Cun. Oh, ho, ah Sirrah, are you come? 
Sir Greg. What's that, Friend? 
(un. Do you note that Corner Sparkle? 2 
Str Greg Which? Which ? Which, Sir? £ 
cun. At the Weſt End o'th' Coller. e Ty 
Sir Greg. Oh I ſce't now. 


1 
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Cun. Tis an apparent mark; this is the Stone, Sir 
That ſo much Blood is threatned to be ſhed for. 
Siꝛir Greg. I pray. * 

Cun. A Tun at leaſt. | | 

Sir Greg. They muſt not find't i'me then, they muſt 
Go where tis to be gha. | 

Gin. Tis well it came to my Hands firſt, Sir Gregory, 
I know where this mult go. 

Sir Greg. Am I diſcharg'd on't? 

Cun. My Lite for yours now. Dram. 

dir Greg. What now? ._ : 

Cun. *Tis Diſcretion, Sir, : ; 
I'll ſtand upon my Guard all the while I het. 

Str —4 Troth thou tak ſt too much danger on thee 

ll, 

To preſerve me alive. f 
Cin. "Tis a Friend's Duty, Sir, 
Nay, by a Toy that I have late thought upon, 
I'!l-undertake to get your Miſtreſs for you. 

Sir Greg. Thou wilt not? wilt? 

Cun. Contract her by a trick, Sir, 
When ſhe leaſt thinks ont. 
Sir Greg. There's the right way to't, 

For if ſhe think on't once, ſhe'll never do't. 
un. She does abuſe you ſtill then? 

Sir Greg. A——damnably, 

Every time worſe than other; yet her Uncle 

Thinks the day holds a Tueſday; ſay it did, Sir, 
She's ſo familiarly us'd to call me Raſcal, 

She Il quite forget to wed me by my own Name, 

And then that Marriage cannot hold in Law, you know. 

Cun. Will you leave all ro me? 

Sir Greg. Who thould I leave it to? 

Cn. Tis our luck to love Neices ; I love a Neice too. 

Sir Greg, I would you did i faith. 

Cur. But mine's a kind Wretch. 

Sir Greg. Ay marry Sir, I would mine were ſo too. 

(un. No Raſcal comes in her Mouth. 


ix Greg. 
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Si Greg. Troth, and mine has little elſe in hers, 
Cin. Mine ſends me Tokens, 
All the World knows not on- 
Sir Greg. Mine gives me Tokens too, very fine Tokens, 
But I dare not wear em. 9 5 | 
Cim. Mine's kind in ſecret. 
Sir Greg. And there mine's a Hell-cat. 
(un. We have a day ſet too. 
Sir Greg, Slid, ſo have we Man, 
But there's no ſign of ever coming together. 
cun. I'll tell thee who 'tis, the old Woman's Neice. 
Sir Greg. Is't (he ? %% ET 
cim. 1 would your luck had been no worſe for Mild- 
nes 3 5 
But mum, no more words on't to your Lady. 
Sir Greg. Foh! 8 
Cir. No blabbing, as you love me. 
Sir Greg. None of our Blood 
Were ever Bablers. | 
Cn. Prithee convey this Letter to her, 
But at any hand let not your Miſtreſs ſce'r. 
Sir Greg. Yet again, Sir! 
Cm. There's a Jewel in't, 
The very Art would make her doat-upon't. 
Sir Greg. Say you ſo? © | 
And ſhe thall ſee't for that trick only. 
un. Remember but your Miſtreſs, and all's well. 
Sir Greg. Nay, if | do not, hang me. [ Exit, 
Cun, I believe you; — — | 
This is the only way to return a Token, 
I know he will do't now, cauſe he's charg'd to th' con- 
trary. „ . 
He's the neareſt kin to a Woman, of a thing 
Made without Subſtance, that a Man can find again, 
Some Petticoat begot him, I'll be whipt elſe, 
Engendring with an old pair of paund Hoſe, 
Lying.in ſome hot Chamber o'er the Kitchen, 


I 


L. 


Very Steam bred him, 
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He never came where Rem in Re cer grew; 
The Generation of a hundred ſuch | 
Cannot make a Man ſtand in a white Sheet, 

For 'tis no act in Law, nor can a Conſtable 
Pick out a Bawdy buſineſs for Bridewell in't; 
Enter Clown (as a Gallant.) 
A lamentable caſe, he's got with a Man's Urine, like a 
Mandrake. PR Ts 
How now? Hah? What prodigious Bravery's this ? 
A moſt prepoſterous Gallant, the Doublet fits 
As if it mock'd the Breeches. hs 
Clow. Save you, Sir. 3 DE 
Cun. Fas put his Tongue in the fineſuit of Words too, 
Clow. How does the Party ? 
un. Takes me for a Scrivener. Which of the Parties? 
Clow. Hum, Simplicity betide thee 
1 would fain hear of the Party; I would be loath to go 


Farther with her ; Honour is not a thing to be dallied 
withall, | © 


No more is Reputation, no nor Fame, I take it, I muſt not 
Have her wrong'd when Pm abroad; my Party is not 
To be compell'd with any Party in an oblique way; 
Tis very dangerous to deal with Women; 
May prove a Lady too, but ſhall be nameleſs, 
II bite my Tongue out, e' er it prove a Traitor. 
Cun, Upon my Life I know her. 
Clow. Not by me, | 
— Know what you can, talk a whole Day with me, 
Yare ne'er the wiſer, ſhe comes not from theſe Lips. 
Cun. The old Knight's Neice. „ 
Cow. Slid he has got her, Pox of his Heart that told 
Can nothing be kept ſecret? Let me entreat you 
To uſe her Name as little as you can, though. 

Cun. T will be ſmall Pleaſure, Sir, to uſe her Name. 
Com. I had Intelligence in my ſolemn Walks, 
Twixt Paddington and Pancridge, of a Scarf 

1 a Token, and a Jewel follow'd, 
But I acknowledge not the Receipt of any, 


How- 
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; Howeer tis carried, believe me, Sir, 
Upon my Reputation I receiv'd none. 


Gun. What, neither Scarf nor Jewel? 
Clow, Twould be ſeen 


| | Somewhere about me, you may well think that, 


| have an Arm for a Scarf, as others have, 
| An Ear to hang a Jewel too, and that's more 
| Then ſome Men have, my Betters a great deal; 
| muſt have Reſtitution where-e'er it lights. 

Cun. And reaſon good. 
low. For all theſe Tokens, Sir, 

| Pals i' my Name. - 

Cun. It cannot otherwiſe be. 

Clow, Sent to a worthy Friend. 

Cun. Ay, that's to thee, 7 

Cum. I'm wrong'd under that Title. 

Gun. | dare ſwear thou art, 
Tis nothing but Sir Gregory's Circumvention, 
His envious Spite, when thou'rt at Paddington, 
He meets the Gifts at Pancridge. - 

Clow. Ah falſe Knight? | 
Falſe both to Honour, and the Law of Arms? | 

(un. What wilt thou ſay if 1 be reveng'd for thee ? 
Thou fir as Witneſs ? . 

Clow. | ſhould laugh in ſtate then. 

Cun. l' tob him, here's my Hand. 

Com. I ſhall be as glad as any Man alive, to ſee him 
well fob'd, Sir; but now you talk of fobbing, I wonder 
he Lady ſends not for me according to Promiſe? I ha? 
kept out o Town theſe two Days, a purpoſe to be ſent 
for; I amalmoſt ſtarv'd with Walking. 

Un, Walking gets Men a Stomach. ö 
ow. Pis moſt true, Sir, I may ſpeak it by Experi- 
ence, for ha got aStomach ſix times, and loft it again, 
3s often as a Traveller from Chelſea ſhall loſe the ſight of 

Pauls, and get it again. 
m Go to her, Man. 1 
dow. Not for a Million, enfringe my Oath ? There'sa 
Toy call da Vow has paſt between us, a poor trifle, Sir: 
— Pray 
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Pray do me the part and office of a Gentleman, if yon 
chance to meet a Footman by the way, in Orange 
 tawny Ribbands, running before an empty Coach, with 

a Buzzard i'th' Poop on't, direct him and his Horſe, 
toward the new River by Iſlington, there they ſhall 
have me looking upon the Pipes, and whiſtling, 
„ [Ex Clow. 

Cum. A very good Note; this Love makes us all Mon. 
kies, ee N : 
But to my Work : *Scarf firſt ? And now a Diamond? 
Thbeſe ſhould be ſure ſigns of her Affection's Truth, 
Yet VII go forward with my ſurer proof. Exit. 
1 Enter Neice and Sir Gregory. 
Neice. Is't poſſible? 5 . 
dir Greg. Nay, here's his Letter too, there's a fine 
Jewel in't, 
Therefore I brought it to you. | 

Neice. You tedious Mongril ! Is't not enough 
To grace thee, to receive this from thy Hand, 
A thing which makes me almoſt ſiek to do, 
But you mult talk too? A. 

Sir Greg. I ha' done, 

Neice. Fall back, 
Yet backer, backer yet, you unmannerly Puppy, 
Do you not ſee I'm going about to read it? 
Sir Greg. Nay, theſe are Golden Days, now I ſtay by't, 
She was wont not to endure me in her fight at all, 
The World mends, I fee that. TY 
Neice. What an ambiguous Superſcription's here? 
To the beſt of Neices. Why that Title may be mine, 
And more than herr? 85 ! 
Sure I much wrong the neatneſs of his Art; 
'Tis certain ſent to me, and to requite 
My Cunning in the carriage of my Tokens, 

Us'd the ſame Fop for his. 1 

Sit Greg. She nodded now tome, *rwill come in time: 

Neice. What's here? An entire Ruby, cut into a Hearty 
And this the Word, Ind Amoris opus © Y 3 

Sir Greg. Ves, yes, I have heard him ſay, that Loves 

the beſt Stone - cutter. Vece 


— 
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Mice. Why thou ſawey iflue of ſome travelling Sow- 
3 elder | 5 1 
; What makes Love in thy Mouth? Is it a thing 
That ever will concern thee ? I do wonder 
how thou dar'ſt think on't ? Haſt thou ever hope 
Jo come i' the ſame Room where Lovers are; | 
E And'ſcape unbrain'd with one of their Velvet Slippers? 
= 5SirGreg. Love Tricks break out I ſee, and you talk of 
Slippers once, 8 
Tis not far off to Bed time. 
VMece. Is it poſſible thou canſt laugh yet? 
I would ha' undertook to ha' kill'd a Spider 
with leſs Venom far, than I have ſpit b 
| Sir Greg. You muſt conceive, . 
W A Knight's another manner a piece of Fleſh. 
= Nice. Back, Owl's Face. 
Within. Old K. Do, do. 
Meice. Tis my Uncle's Voice, that. 
| Why keep you ſo far off, Sir Gregory ® 
Are you afraid, Sir, to come near your Miſtreſs ? 
Sir Greg. Is the proud Heart come down? Ilookt for 
this ſtill. : 
Neice. He comes not this way yet: Away, you Dog- 
Wen. | - | : 3 
Would = offer to come near me, though I ſaid ſo? ' wm 
Pil make you underſtand my Mind in time; "i 
You run in greedily, like a Hound to his Breakfaſt, 1 
That chops in Head and all to beguile his Fellows; 
I'm to be eaten, Sir, with Grace and Leiſure, 
| Behaviour and Diſcourſe, things that ncer trouble you; 
After I have pelted you ſufficiently, * | 
| Itro you will leara more Manners, 
dir Greg. Tm wondring {till when we two ſhall come 
together? „ + 95 
Tueſday's at hand, but I'm as far off, as I was at firſt, 
I ine. 

Enter Guardianeſs. | = 
Guard. Now Gmmningham, I'll be reveng'd at large: » 
Lady, what was but all this while Suſpicion, q 22 
: 8 
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Is Truth full blown now, my Neice wears your Scarf 
Neice. Ha? LE | 7 
 (Zuard. Do but follow me, I'll place you inſtantly 
Where you ſhall ſee her courted by Gumninghay, 
 Neice. I go with greedineſs; we long for things 
That break our Hearts ſometimes, there's Pleaſure's Miſery, 
Ns 88 Exe. Neice and Guud. 
Sir Greg. Where are thoſe Gad- flies going? To ſome 
Junket now; 
That ſome old Humble-bee toles the young one forth 
To Sweet -meats after kind, let' em look tot, 
The thing you wot on be not miſt or gone, 
bring a Maiden-head, and I look for one. 
Which is only a Puppet ſo dreſt. Exit. 
Enter Cunningham (in Diſcourſe with a Mas d Gen- 
tlewoman in a broad Hat, and Scarfed) Neice at and. 
ther Door. PM, e | 
s hi.  , 
Neice. Too manifeſt now, the Scarf and all. 
Cun. It cannot be, you're ſuch a fearful Soul. 
Neice. Tl give her cauſe of Fear e'er I part from her. 
Cun. Will you ſay ſo? Is't not your Aunt's deſire too? 
Neice. What a diſſembling Croane's that? She'll for- 
VVV 
Cun. I ſee my Project takes, yonder's the grace ont. 
NMeice. Who would put Confidence in Wit again, 
I'm plagu'd for my Ambition, to deſire 
A wiſe Man for a' Husband, and I ſee 
Fate will not have us go beyond our ſtint, 
We are allow'd but one Diſh, and that's Woodcock, 
It keeps up Wit to make us Friends and Servants of, 
And thinks any thing's good enough to make us Husbands: 
Oh that Whore's Hat o' thine, o' the riding Block, b 
A Shade for letcherous Kiſſes. 
Cun, Make you doubt ont? 
ls not my Love of force? 
Neice. Ves, me it forces r 
To tear that ſorcerous Strumpet from th' Imbraces. 


= 
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OO Wit at ſeveral Weapons. $429. 
Neice. Oh thou haſt wrong'd the exquiſit'ſt Lo! 
Cm. What mean you, Lady? 

| Neice. Mine, you'll anſwer for't. 
Cum. Alas, What ſeek ye? 
Niece. Sir, mine own with Loſs. 
cun. You ſhall. „ | 
Neice. 1 never made fo hard a Bargain. 
cun. Sweet Lady? 5 | 
Neice. Unjuſt Man, let my Wrath reach her, 
As you owe Virtue Duty [Cun. falls on purpoſe. 
| © Your Cauſe trips vou. 
| Now Minion, you ſhall feel what Love's Rage is, 
Before you taſte the Pleaſure. Smile you, falſe Sir 
Gm, How can I chuſe? to ſee what Pains you take) 
Upon a thing will never thank you for't. 
Neice. How? : 
Gm. See what things you Women be, Lady, 
When Cloaths are taken for the belt part of you? 
This was to ſhew you, when you think I love you not; 
How y are deceiv d ſtill, there the Moral lyes, 
Iwas a Trap ſer to catch you, and the only "© RES 
To take a Lady nibling, is fine Cloaths: 
Now 1 dare boldly thank you for your Love, 
I'm pretty well reſolv'd in't by this Fit, 
For a jealous Ague always uſhers it. 3 
Neice. Now Bleſſings ſtill maintain this Wit of thine, 
And I have an excellent Fortune coming in thee, 
Bring nothing elſe I charge thee. | 
Cz, Not a Groat I warrant ye. : 
MNrece, Thou ſhalt be worthily welcome, take my 
Faith for' t, b 
Next Opportunity ſhall make us. | | 5 
Cn. The old Gentlewoman has fool'd her Revenge 

ſweetly . | . 
Netce, Laſs, tis her part, ſhe knows her Place ſo 

well yonder; Ns 

Always when Women jump upon threeſcore, 

oyes ſhoves em from the Chamber to the Door. 
cun. Thou art a precious ſhe-Wit. [ Exennt. 
Vol. VI. | P P AGT 
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Aer V. SCENE 1 


Enter Cunningham, at one Door Witty-Pate, Ruinous, 
Lady Ruinous, and Priſcian, at the other. 


Cm. L Riend, met in the Harveſt of our Deſigns, 
Not a Thought but's buſie. | 
Mitty. I knew it Man, 
And that made me provide theſe necdful Reapers, 
Hooks, Rakers, Gleaners ; we'll ſing it home 
With a melodious Horn- pipe; this is the Bond, 
That as we further in your great Affair, 
Yow'll ſuffer us to glean, pick up for Crums, 
And if we ſnatch a Handful from the Sheaf, 
Lou will not look a Churl on's. 
Cin. Friend, we'll ſhare | 
The Sheaves of Gold, only the Love Acre 
Shall be peculiar. | 
Witty, Much good do you, Sir, 
Away, you know your way, and your ſtay; get you 
The Muſick ready, while we prepare the Dancers. 
Ruin. Wea are a Conſort of our (elves. 
Priſ. And can ſtrike up luſtily. 
Witty, You mult bring, Sir Fop. 
Cun. That's perfect enough. | 
Ruin. Bring all the Fops you can, the more the bet. 
ter Fare, * 
So the Proverb runs backwards. 
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A | Exennt Ruin and Pri. 
TL. Fuin. I'll bring the Ladies. [ Extt, 
W:ty. Do fo firft, and then the Fops will follow; 

J muſt to my Father, he muſt make one. LE. 

Enter two Servants with a Banquet. _ 
Cun, While! diſpatch a Buſineſs with the Knig'it 
And I go with you. Well lid, | thank you; 
This ſmall Banquet will furniſh our few Gueſts 
With taſte and ſtate enough; one reach my Goa, 
The Action craves it, rather than the Weather. — 
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1 Ser. There's one ſtays to ſpeak with you, Sir. 
cum. What is he? 

1 Ser. Faith I know not what, Sir, a Fool, I I think, 
That. ſome Broker's Shop has made half a Gentleman: 
Has the Name of a Worthy too. 

Cun. Pompey? Is't not? 

1 Ser. That's he, Sir. 

(un. Alas, poor Fellow, prithee enter him, he will 


nced too. 
Enter ſecond Servant with a Gown. 


He ſhall ſerve for a Witneſs. Oh Gramercy, 
If my Friend Sir Gregory comes, you know him, 


Enter Clown. 
Entertain bim kindly. Oh Maſter Pompey, how is 't Man? 
Clown. Snails, Im almoſt ſtarv'd with Love, and Cold, 
and one thing or other; 
Has not my Lady ſent for me yet? 
Gm. Not that I hear; ſure ſome unfriendly Meſienger 
Is employ'd betwixt you. 
Clown, | was nc' er ſo cold in my Life, in my Conſcience 
I have been ſeven Miles in length, along the New River; 


have ſeen a hundred Tickle bags l do not think but 


there's Gudgeons too; twiil ne'er be a true W atcr. 
Cm, Why think you fo? 
Clown. I warrant you, told a thouſ⸗ ind Millers Thumbs 
In it, 
Il make a little bold with your Sweet meats. 
Cm. And welcome, Pompey. 
Clown. Tis a ſtrange thing, I have no taſte in any thing. 
2 3 thar's Love, that diſtaſtes any thing but it 
c 
Clown. *Tis worſe than Cheeſe in that Point, may 
not a Man break his Word with a Lady? 1 could find 
In my Heart and my Hoſe too. 
Cm. By no Means, Sir, that breaks all the Laws 
_ of Love. : 5 | 
mH. Well, I'll ne'er paſs m ord without m 
Deed to P ok : 
A _ while I live again I would fain recover my 
aſte. 
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3432 Wit at ſeveral Weapons. 


cun. Well, I have News to tell you. 

Clown. Good rech, Sir? 

Cun. Happy News, I help you away wi 
your Maſter beſtow'd. of a ay Vith a Rind 
_ Clown. Where, for this Plumb's fake —. 

Cun. Nay, liſten me. NE 

Clown, I warrant you, Sir, I have two Ears to one 
Mouth. | 
I hear more than I cat, I'd ne'er row by Queen-Hirs 
While 1 liv'd elſe. 

Cun. I have a Wife for him, and thou ſhalt witne; 

the Contract, 

Clown, The old one. I hope, tis not the Lady? 

Cun. Choak him firſt, 'tis one which thou ſhalt ſee, 
See him, ſee him deceiv'd, ſee the Deceit, only 


The Injurction is, you ſhall ſmile with Modeſty. 


Clown. VII ſimper i'faith, as cold as I am yet, the 
old one I hope. 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir, here's Sir Gregory. 
Cun. U'd fo, ſhelter, ſhelter, if you be ſeen 
AlPs ravell'd out again; ſtand there private, 
And you'll find the very Opportunity 


'To call you forth, and place you at the Table. 


Enter Sir Gregory. 
You are welcome, Sir, this Banquet will ſerve, 
When it is crown'd with ſuch a Dainty as you 
Expect, and muſt have. 


Sir Greg. Tuſh, theſe Sweet-Meatsare but Sauce to that: 


Well, if there be any Honeſty, or true Word in a Dream, 
She's mine own, nay, and chang'd extreamly, 
Not the ſame Woman. 

Cun. Who, not the Lady? 

Sir Greg. No, not to me, the Edge of her Tongue 
is taken off, $5 5 
Gives me very good Words, turn'd up. ſide down to me, 
And we live as quietly as two Torzoiſes, if the hold 2 
As ſhe began in my Dream. [Soft Male : 

Cum. Nay, if Love ſend forth ſuch Predictions, 


You are bound to believe 'em, there's the Wach- WS ? 
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Of her coming; to your | apes ral part now, 
it it, Æquus Cupido nobis. 

18 NY "OR F Both go into the Gown. 

Sir Greg. J will warrant you, Sir, I will give Arms to 
Your Gentry, look you forward to your Euſineſs, 
| am an Eye behind you, place her in that Char, 
And let me alone to grope her out. 

Enter Mirabel. 

| Cun, Silence. Lady, your ſweet Preſence illuſtrates 
This homely Roof, and, as courſe Entertainment 
But where Affections arc both Hoſt and Gueſt, 
They cannot meet unkindly ; pleaſe you ft, 


E Your ſomething long Stay made me unmannerly, 
Jo place before you, you know this Friend here, 
He's my Gueſt, and more eſpecially, 

That this our Meeting might not be too ſingle, 
Without a Witneſs to't. 5 1 


Mir. I came not unreſolv'd, Sir, 


And when our Hands are claſp'd in that firm Faith 
= Which J expect from you; Fame ſhall be boyd 
Io ſpeak the loudeſt on't: Oh you graſp me 
Somewhat too hard, Friend. 


Gin. That's Love's eager Will, 
Pl! touch it gentlier. 

Mir, That's too low in you, 
Leſs it be doubly recompenc'd in me. She kiſſes bis Hand. 

Clown. Puh, I muſt ſtop my Mouth, I ſhall be choakt 

cun. Come, we'll not play and trifle with Delays, (cilc. 
We met to join theſe Hands, and willingly 


[ Kiſſes ber Hand. 


I I cannot leave it *till Confirmation. Sg 
Mir. One Word firſt, how does your Friend, kind 


Sir Gregory? | 
Gm. Why do you mention him? You love him not. 
Mir. I ſhall love you the leſs if you fay ſo, Sir, 
In troth I love him, but 'tis you deceive him, 
Ths flattering Hand of yours docs rob him, and I know 
{ ſhall have Hate fort, his Hate extreamly. 
Cun, 7 I thought you had not come {a weakly 
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Upon my Life the Knight will love you fort, 
Excecdingly love you, for ever love you. 
Mir. Ay, you'll perſuade me fo. 
Cun. Why, he's my Friend, 
And wiſhes me a Fo tune equal with him, 
1 know and dare ſpeak it for him. 3 
Air. Oh, this Hand betrays him, you might remen. ME 
ber him in ſome Courteſie yet at lealt. 3 
Gin, I thank your Help in't; here's to his Health, 
Where &er he be. 
Mir. IIl pledge it, were it againſt my Health, 
Clown. Oh, oh, my Heart hops after twelve Mile 
Day, upon a good Return, now could I walk the 
hundred Mile a-foot, and laugh forwards and backwards, 
Mir. You'll take the Knight's Health, Sir. 
Clown, Yes, yes, forfooth, oh my Sides! Such a Banquet 
\ once a Weck would make me grow fat inaFortnight. 
Cun. Well, now to cloſe our Mecting, with the cloſe 
Of mutual Hands and Hearts, thus I begin, 
Here in Heav'ns Eye, and all Loves faced Pow'rs, 
(Which in my Prayers ſtand propitious) 3 
I knit this holy Hand faſt, and with this Hand 
'The Heart that owes this Hand, ever binding 
By force of this initiating Contract 
Both Heart and Hand in Love, Faith, Loyalty, 
Eſtate, or what to them belongs, in all the Dues, 
Rights and Honours of a faithful Husband, 
And this firm Vow, henceforth *rill Death, to ſtand 
Irrevocable, ſeal'd both with Heart and Hand. 
Mir. Which thu: I ſecond; but oh, Sir Grezvry. 
Cm. Again? This Interpoſition's ill, believe me. c 
Mir. Here, in Heav'ns Eye, and all Love's facrcs 
Pow'rs, 1 
1 knit this holy Hand faſt, and with this Hand 
The Heart that owes this Hand, ever binding 
Both Heart and Hand in Love, Honour, Loyalty, 
Eſtate, or what to them belongs in all the Ducs, 
Rights and Duties of a true faithful Wife; ; 
And this firm Vow, henceforth *till Death, to ſtand, 


5 1 d. 
| Trrevocable, ſcal'd both with Heart and Han SG 
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Sir Greg. A full Agreement on both parts. 
Gm. Ay, here's Witneſs of that. 
Sir Greg. Nay, I have over-reach'd you Lady, and 
that's much, PET 
For any Knight in England to over-reach a Lady. 
Mir. i rejoice in my Deccit, Jam a Lady 
Now, I thank you, Sir. 
Clow. Good Morrow, Lady Fop. 


Sir Greg. *Snails, l'm gull'd, made a worſhipſul Aﬀs, 


This is not my Lady. 

cun. But it is, Sir, and true as your Dream told you, 
That your Lady was become another Woman. 

Sir Greg. Pl have another Lady, Sir, if there were no 
more Ladies in London, blindman Buff is an unlawful 
Game. 

Cm. Come down on your Knees firſt, and thank your 
Stars. 
Sir Greg. A fire of my Stad I may thank you, I think. 
Cin. So you may pray for me, and honour me, 
That have preſerv'd you from a laſting Torment, 
For a perpetual Comfort; did you call me Friend? 
Sir Greg, I pray pardon me for that, I did miſ-call 
you, I confeſs. a 

Cm, And ſhould I, receiving ſuch a thankful Name, 
Abuſe it in the act? Should I fee my Friend 
Bafled, diſgrac'd, without any Revercnce 
To your Title, to be call'd Slave, Raſcal? 

Nay curſt to your Face, fool'd, ſcorn'd, beaten down 
With a Woman's peeviſh Harte, yet I ſhould ſtand 
And ſuffer you to be loſt, caſt away? 

I would have ſeen you buried quick firft, 

Your ſpurs of Knighthood to have wanted Rows!:, 
and to be kick'd from your Heels 3 Slave, Ratcal ? 


Hcar this Tongue. 


Ait. My deareſt Love, ſweet Knight, my Lord 
Husband. 
Crim. So, this is not Slave and Raſcal then. 


Mir. What ſhall your Eye command, but ſhall be dc 
In all the Duties of a loyal Wife? 
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be my Friend, keep you fo, it you have done me a good 


ll not change her for both the Exchanges, New or the Old, 
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Cun. Good, good, are not Curſes fitter for you? wer' 


not better Do 5 
Your Head were broke with the handle of a Fan, 
Or your Noſe bor'd with a filver Bodkin? 

Mir. Why, I will be a Servant in your Lady. 

Gun. Pox, bur you ſhall not, ſhe's too good for you 
This Contract ſhall be a nullity, I'll break*t off, : 


And ſee you better beſtow'd. 
Sir Greg. Slid, but you ſhall not, Sir, ſhe's mine own, and 


I am hers, and we are one anothers lawfully, and let me 
ſee him that will take her away by the Civil Law: If you 


turn, do not hit me th' Teeth with':, that's not the par 
of a Friend. 


Cun. If you be content— | 


Sir Greg. Content? I was never in better contention 
in my Life. 


Come, kiſs me boldly. 
Clown. Give you joy, Sir. | 
Sir Greg. Oh Sir, Ithank you as much as though I did, 

you are beloy'd of Ladies, you ſee we are glad ot under- 

Omen. 

Clown. Ladies? let not Ladies be diſgrac'd, you are as it 
were a Married Man, and have a Family, and for the Par- 
ty's ſake that was unnam' d before, being Peaſe- cod time, | 
am appeas'd, yet I would wiſh you make a Ruler of your 
Tongue. 

Cun, Nay, no diſſention here, I muſt bar that; 
And this, Friend, 1 entreat you, and be advis d, 
Let this private Contract be yet conceal'd, 

Avd till ſupport a ſeeming Face of Love 

Unto the Lady; mark how it avails you, 

And quits all her Scorns: Her Uncle is now hot 

In purſuit of the Match, and will enforce her, 

Bend her proud Stomach, thatſhe ſhall proffer 

Her ſelf to you, which when you have flouted, 

And laugh'd your fill ar, you ſhall ſcorn her off, © 

With all your difgraces trebled upon her, For 
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For there the Pride of all her Heart will bow, 


a When you ſhall foot her from you, not ſhe you. 


Sir Greg. Good I faith; I'll continue it. I'd fain laugh ar 
the old Fellow too, for he has abus'd me as ſcurvily as his 
Neice, my Knighthood's upon the Spur, we'll go to 
Bed, and then to Church as faſt as we can. 1 
Exe. Sir Greg. and Mirab. 
Clawn. I do wonder I do not hear of the Lady yet. 
cun. The good Minute may come ſooner than we are 
aware of, | 
Ido not think but *twill e' er Night yet, as near as tis. 
Clown. Well, I will go walk by the New- River, in that 


Meditation, Iam o'er Shoes, I'm ſure upon the dry Bank; 
this gullery of my Matter will keep me company this 


two hours too, if Love were not an Enemy to Laughter, 
I ſhould drive away the time well enough; you know 
my Walk, Sir, if ſhe ſends, I ſhall be found Angling, for 
Iwill try what I can catch for luck fake, I will fiſh fair 
fort. | a 
Oh Knight, that thou ſhouldſt be gull'd ſo; ha, ha, it does 
me good at Heart, 
But oh, Lady, thou tak ' ſt down my merry part. Exit. 
Enter Witty- pate. 
Mitty. Friend. 
Can. Here Friend. 
Witty. All's afoot, and will go ſmooth away, 
The Woman has conquer'd the Women, they are gone, 
Which I have already complain'd to my Father, 
Suggeſting that Sir Gregory is fall'n off 
From his Charge, for Neglects and ill Uſage, 
And that he is moſt violently bent 
On Genzry's Wife (whom I have call'd a Widow ) 


And that without moſt ſudden Prevention 


He will be married to her. 
(un. All this is wrong, | 
This Wings his Purſuit, and will be before me; I am 
loſt for ever. 
Witty, No, ſtay, you ſhall not go 
Put with my Father, on my Wit let it lie, 1 
| ou 
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You ſhall appear a friendly Aſſiſtant, 
To help in all Affairs, and in Execution 
Help your ſelf only. 
Cun. Would my Belief 
Were ſtrong in this Aſſurance. 
Witty. You ſhall credit it, 
And my Wit ſhall be your Slave if it deceive you. 
8 Enter Old Knight. 
My Father ——— fs” | 
Old K. Oh Sir? Youare well met, where's the Knioh: 
your Friend? | ” 
Cun. Sir, I think your Son has told you. 
Witty. Shall I ſtand to tellragain? I tell you he loves, 
But not my Kinſwoman; her baſe Uſage, 
And your ſlack Performance, which he accuſes molt 
indeed, has turn'd the Knight's Heart upſide down, 
Old K. Fl curb her for't ; can be be but recover'd, 
He ſhall have her, and ſhe ſhall be dutiful, 
And love him as a Wife too. 
Witty. With that condition, Sir, 
I dare recal him were he enter'd the Church, 
So much intereſt of Love I aſſure in him. 
Old K. Sir, it ſhall be no loſs to you if you do. 
Witty. Ay, but theſe are Words ſtill, will not the Decd; 
Be wanting at the Recovery, if it ſhould be again. 
Old K. Why here, Fool, Iam provided, five hundred 
in earneſt, 
Of the thouſands in her Dower; but were they married 
once, | 
I'd cut him ſhort enough, that's my Agreement. 
Witty. Ay, | aow perceive ſome purpoſe in you, Father. 
Old K. But wherefore is ſhe then ſtol'n out of Doots 
to him? COR 5 | 
Miciy. To him? oh fie upon your Error, ſhe has ano- 
ther Object, believe it, Sir. 
Old K. I never could perceive it. 
Cun. I did, and to her Shame I ſhould ſpeak it, 
To my own Sorrow I ſaw it, Dalliance, 
| Nay, Dotage with a very Clown, a Fool. 
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O RK. Wit and Wantons? nothing elſe? nothing elſe? 
She love a Fool? ſhe'll ſooner make a Fool 
Of a wiſe Man. 

Gin. Ay, my Friend complains ſo, 

Sir Gregory ſays flatly, ſhe makes a Fool of him, 
And theſe bold Circumſtances are approv'd: 

E Favours have been ſent by him, yet he ignorant 

E Whither to carry em; they have been underſtood, 
And taken from him: Certain, Sir, there is 

E Anurſuſpected Fellow lies conceal'd, 

What, or where-c'er he is, theſe {light neglects 
Could not be of a Knight elſe. 

Old K. Well, Sir, you have promis'd (if we recover him 
Unmarried) to ſalve all theſe old bruiſes? 

Cn. VII do my beſt, Sir. 

Old K. I ſhall thank; you, coſtly Sir, and kindly too. 

Witty. Will you talk away the time here, Sir, and come 
behind all your purpoſes? 

Od K. Away good Sir. 

Witty. Then ſtay a little, good Sir, for my Advice. 
Why Father, are you broke? your Wit beggar'd, 

Or are you at your wits end? or out of 

Love with Wit? no trick of Wit to ſurprize 
Thoſe deſigns, but with open Hue and Cry, 
For all the World to talk on? this is ſtrange, 
You were not wont to ſlubber a Project ſo. 

C/d K. Can you help at a pinch now? thew your ſelf 0 
My Son? go too, I leave this to your Wit, ll; 1 
Becauſe I'll make a proof ont. ix 

Witty, *Tis thus then, 
have had late Intelligence, they are now 
Buckſom as Bacchus Froes, Revelling, Dancing, 
Telling the Muſick's numbers with their Feet, *i 
Awaiting the meeting of permoniſh d Friends, 1 
That's queſtionleſs, little dreading you: C |. 

ow Sir, with a dextrous trick indeed, ſudden 
And ſufficient were well, to enter on 'em 
As ſomething like the Abſtract of a Maique; 1 
What though few Perſons? if beſt for our N 5 Wl 

| That | 
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Now on, I like it, there will be Wit in't, Father. 


That all belief may fly em. 


The Knight's Name unto my Guardianeſs, 


This Muſick fore-ran him; is't not ſo Conſorts ? 


y 
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That commends the Project. 
O14 K. This takes up time. 
Witty. Not at all, I can preſently furniſh N 
With looſe Diſguiſes that ſhall fit that Scene. Þ 
Old K. Why what wants then ? 11 
Witty. Nothing but charge of Muſick, = 
That muſt be paid, you know. | 
O14 K. That ſhall be my Charges, Tl pay the Muſick, 
Whate'er it coſt. 
Witty. And that ſhall be all your Charge, 


 _ [Exe. Old K. and Witty, 
Cun. Iwill neither diſtruſt his Wit nor Friendſhip, 
Yet if his Maſter's Brain ſhould be o'erthrown, 
My Reſolution now ſhall ſeize mine own. Exit. 
Enter Neice, Lady Ruinous, Guardianeſs, Ruinous and 
Priſcian, (with Inſtruments maſqued.) 
L. Ruin. Nay, let's have Muſick, let that ſweet breath 
at; leaſt N 
Give us her airy welcome, *twill be the beſt 
I fear this ruin'd Receptacle will yield, 
But that moſt freely. 
Niece. My Welcome follows me, 
Elſe I am ill; come hither, you aſſure me 
Still Mr. Cunningham will be here, and that it was 
His kind entreaty that wiſh'd me meet him. 
L. Ruin. Elſe let me be that ſhame unto my Sex, 
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Nee. Continue ſtill 


She expects no other. 
Ruin. He will, he will, aſſure yon 
Lady, Sir Gregory will be here, and ſuddenly 


Ruin. Ves Lady, he ſtays on ſome Device to bring along 4 
Such a labour he was buſie in, ſome witty Device. + A 
Neice. Twill be long &er he comes then, for Wits 
A great Labour to him, 
Guard, Well, well, you'll agree better one Day. 
Neice. Scarce two, Ithink. 1 
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Guard. Such a mock-beggar Suit of Cloaths as led me 
Into the Fool's pair of Dice, with Dewze Ace, 
He that would make me Miſtreſs Cun, Cun, Cunnie, 
He's quite out of my Mind, but I ſhall ne'er '* 
Forget him while I have a hole in my Head; # 
Such a one Ithink would pleaſe you better, 4 
Though he did abuſe you. he 
Ruin. Fye, ſpeak well of him now, 
Your Neide has quitted him. Þ| 
Guard. J hope ſhe has, - 4 
Elſe ſhe loſes me forever; bur for Sir Gregory, 
Would he were come, I ſhall ill anſwer this 
Unto your Uncle elle. 1 
Neice. You know 'tis his Pleaſure * 
I ſhould keep him Company. wo 
Guard. Ay, and ſhould be your own, 1 
If you did well too; Lord, I do wonder | 
At the Niceneſs of you Ladies now a-days, | 
They muſt have Husbands with ſo much Wit forſooth. ; 
Worſhip and Wealth were both wont to be | | 
In better requeſt I'm ſure, I cannot tell, | 
But they get ne'er the wiſer Children that I ſee. b 
L. Ruin. La, la, la, la, Sol, this Muſick breaths in vain, | 
Methinks 'tis dull to let it move alone, 1 
| 
| 
| 


Let's have a Female Motion, tis in private, 

And we'll grace't our ſelves, however it deſerves. 
Neice. What ſay you, Guardianeſs? 1 
Guard. Las l'm weary with the Walk, 

My jaunting Days are done. | 
L. Ru. Come, come, we'll fetch herinby courſe, or elſe 0 

She ſhall pay the Muſick. vp 

Guard. Nay, Til have a little formy Mony then. 1 

8 [ They Dance, a Cornet is winded. | 

i Ru. Hark ?upon myLite the Kni ght; tis your F riend, 

This was the warning - piece of his Approach. 

Enter Old Knight, Witty-pate, and Cunningham, = 

 Maſqu'd, and take them to Dance. $ 

L. Ru. Ha? No Words but mum? Well then, | ID it 

We ſhall need no Counſel-keeping, n 

. Neice. 
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Neice. Cunningham ? 

Cun. Yes, fear nothing. 
Neice. Fear? Why do you tell me of it ? 5 
Cun. Your Uncle's here. © 


Neice. Aye me. . 

Cun. Peace. 5 

Old K. We have caught 'em. Y 

3 Witty. Thank my Wit, Father. 3» 

1 Guard. Which is the Knight, think you? Y 
Neice. I know not, he will be found when he ſpeats, MW : 

No Maſque can diſguiſe his Tongue. A 

1 5 Witty, Are you charg'd ? | F 
1 Old K. Are you awake? 8 Y 
| Witty. Pm anſwer'd in a Queſtion. 1 


Cun. Next Change we meet, we looſe our Hands no more. 
Neice. Are you prepar'd to tie em? 
Cun. Yes. fe 
5 You muſt go with me. 
| Guard, W hither, Sir? Not from my Charge, believe me. 
un. She goes along. 
| Neice. Will you venture, and my Uncle here? 
| Cun. His Stay's prepar'd for. 
Guard. 'Tis the Knight ſure, PII follow. 
Exe. Cun. Neice. Guard, 
Old K. How now, the Muſick tir'd before us? 
Ruin. Yes, Sir, we mult be paid now. 
Witty. Oh that's my Charge, Father. 
Old K. But ſtay, whereare our wanton Ladies gone? 
Son, where are they? | 


Witty. Only chang'd the Room in a Change, thats 
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all fare. =_ 
Old K. TH make 'em all ſure elſe, and then return t0 Be 
1 


Ruin. You muſt pay for your Muſick firſt, Sir. 
Old K. Muſt ? Are there muſty Fidlers ? Are Beggat 
Chuſcrs now ? | 
Ha? Why Wirty-pate, Son, where am 1? 
Ea You were dancing e' en now, in good Meaſure, 
ir, 
Is 
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Is your Health miſearried ſince ? What ail you, Sir? 
O14 K. Death, I may be gull'd to my Face, where's 
my Neice? | . 


at are you? 
5 Ran. None of your Neice, Sir. . 
Old K. How now? Have you loud Inſtruments too? 
11] hear | 
No more, I thank you; what have I done tro 
To bring theſe Fears about me? Son, where am 1? 
Witty. Not where you ſhould be, Sir, you ſhould be 
8 2 
For your Muſick, and you are in a maze. 
OK Oh, is't ſo, put up, put up, Ipray you, 
Here's a Crown for you. 
L. Ruin. Piſh, a Crown? 
Rnin. Priſ. Ha, ha, a Crown? 
Old K. Which way do you laugh? I have ſeen a Crown 
has made a Conſort laugh heartily. 
Mitty. Father, | 
To tell you truth, theſe are no ordinary 
Vuficians, they expect a Bount 
Above their punctual deſert. 
Cid K. A——on your Punks and their Deſerts too. 
Am I not cheated all this while, think you ? 
Is not you Pate in this? 
lith. If you be cheated, 
You are not to be indicted for your own Goods; 
Here you trifle time to market your Bounty 
And make it baſe, when it mult needs be free 
For ought I can perceive. 
Od K. Will you know the loweſt price, Sir? 
Witty. That I will, Sir, with all my Heart. 
Od K. Unleſs I was diſcover'd, and they now fled 
lome again for fear, I am abſolutely beguiPd, 
Thar's the beſt can be hop'd for. 
Witty. Faith *tis ſome w hat too dear yet, Gentlemen. 
Ruin. There's not a Denier to be bated,. . 
Old K. Now, Sir, how dear is it? 
Witty Bate but the t'other ten Pound? 
Priſ. Not a Bawbce, Sir. 
Old 
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Old K. La, la, la, down, a hundred Pound? lay la, l, 


For your Mony, nay and that you cannot give back, 


Caſe up your Inſtruments, I yield, here, as robb d and 


y 
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Old RK. How ? Bate ten Pound? What's the whe) 
Sum then ? 2 
Witty. Faith, Sir, a hundred Pound, with m 
I got fifty bated, and faith F ather, to ſay ruth, whe 
*Tis reaſonable for Men of their Faſhion. 


You are a Conſort of Thieves, are you not? 
Witty. No Muſicians, Sir, 1 told you before. 
Oo — faddle, is it not a Robbery? a plain Rob. 

bery? 5 
Witty. No, no, no, by no means Father, you hare 
receiv'd 


Tis ſomewhat dear | confeſs, but who can help it? 
If they had been agreed with before-hand, 
'Twas ill forgotten. ; 
Old K. And how many Shares have you in this? I ſee 
my force, | 


Taken from me, I deliver it. 
Witty. No, Sir, you have perform'd your Promiſenom, 
Which was, to pay the charge of Muſick, that's all. 
Old R. I have heard no Muffek, ! have receiv d none, Sir, 
There's none to be found in me, nor about me. 
Witty. Why, Sir, here's Witneſs againſt you, you 
have danc'd, OE 
And he thar dances acknowledgesa Receipt of Muſick. 
Old K. Ideny that, Sir; look you, I can dance without 
Muſick, do you ſee, Sir? And I can ſing without it too; 
you are a Conſort of Thieves, do you hear what I do? 
Witty. Pray take you heed, Sir, if you do move the 
Muſick again, it may coſt you as much more. 
Old K. Hold, hold, I'll depart quietly, I need not bid 
you farewel, I think now, ſo long as that hundred Pound 
laſts with you. | 
Enter Guardianeſs. 
Ha, ha, am I ſnapt i' faith? 
Guard. Oh, Sir Perfidious, 
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Old K. I, I, ſome howling another while, Muſick's too 
damnable dear. + 

Guard. Oh Sir, my Heart-ſtrings are broke, if 1 can but 
live to tell you the Tale, I care not, your Neice my 
Charge 1———— 

Old K. What, is ſhe ſick? = 
Guard. No, no, Sir, ſhe's luſtily well married. 

Old K. To whom? 

Guard. Oh, to that cunning Diſſembler Cunningham. 

Old K. I'll hang the Prieſt firſt, what was he? 

Guard, Y our Kinſman, Sir, that has the Welch Benefice. 

Old K. I fav'd him from the Gallows to that end, 
good; is there any more ? 

Guard. And Sir Gregory is married too. 

Ola K. Tomy Neice too, I hope, and then I may hang her. 

Guard. No, Sir, to my Neice, thank Cui; and that's all 
that's likely to recover me, ſhe's Lady Fp now, and l am 
one of her Aunts, I thank my Promotion. N 
Enter Credulous, Cunningham, Neice, Sir Gregory, 

i and Mirabel. 

Cred. I have perform'd your beſt, Sir. 

Old K. What have you perform'd, Sir? | 
Witty. Faith, Sir, I muſt excuſe my Couſin in this act, 
If you can excuſe your ſelf for making him 
A Prieſt, there's the moſt difficult Anſwer. 
| put this practice on him, as from your deſire: 

A truth, a truth, Father. . 3 

Cred. I proteſt, Sir, he tells you truth, he mov'd me 
to't in Jour — 5 | 

Old K. I proteſt, Sir, he told you a Lie in my Name; 
= and were you ſo eaſie, Mr. Credulous, to believe him? 
Dead. If a Man ſhould not believe his Couſin, Sir, whom 
= ſhould he believe? 
Od R. Good een to you, good Mr. Couſin Cunningbam, 
And your fair Bride, my Couſin Cunningbam too, 
And how do you Sir Gregory, with your fair Lady? 

Sir Greg. A little better than you would have had me, 
I thank you, Sir; the days of Puppy, and Slave, and 
Raſcal, are pretty well blown over now, I know 

Vo. VI. 29 Crabs 
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Crabs from Verjuice, I have tryed both, and thou'dſt 
give me thy Neice for nothing, I'd not have her. 

Cun. I think ſo, Sir Gregory, for my ſake you would not 
Sir Greg. 1 wou'd thou hadſt ſcap'd her too, and then 6 
ſhe had died of the Green-ſickneſs: Know this, that] did 
marry in ſpight, and I will kiſs my Lady in ſpight, ang 
love her in ſpight, and beget Children of her in ſpipht, 
and when I die, they ſhall have my Lands in ſpight; te 
was my Reſolution, and now *tis out. 

Neice. How ſpightful are you now, Sir Gregory ? 
Why look you, I can love my deareſt Husband, 
With all the Honours, Duties, ſweet Embraces, 
That can be thrown upon a loving Man. 

Sir Greg. This is afore your Uncle's Face, but 
5 ag his Back, in private, you'll ſhew him another 
le 
UEun. You ſee, Sir, now the irrecoverable ſtate of all 
theſe things before you: Come out of your Muſe, they 
have been but Wit · weapons, you were wont to love the 
Play. | | | 


. Enter Clown. 
Old K. Let me alone in my Mule, a little, Sir, I wil 
wake to you anon. 85 
Cun. U'd fo, your Friend Pompey, how will you anſwer 
him? | | | 
| Neice, Very well, if you'll but ſecond it, and help me. 
_ Clown. I do hear ſtrange Stories, are Ladies things ob- 
noxious? 8 
Neice. Oh, the diſſembling falſeſt Wretch is come. 
Cin. How now, Lady? 5 
Meice. Let me come to him, and inſtead of Love 
Let me have Revenge. | | 
Witty. Pray you now, will you firſt examine, whether 
he be guilty or no. 
Neice. He cannot be excus de. 
How many Meſſengers (thou perjur'd Man) 
Haſt thou return'd with Vows and Oaths, that thou 
Wouldſt follow, and never till this unhappy hour 


Cauld I ſet eye of thee, lince thy falſe Eye * 


= 
* 


Wit at ſeveral Weapons, 3447 


Drew my Heart to it? Oh I could tear thee now, 

Inſtead of ſoft Embraces ; pray give me leave 

Mitty. Faith this was ill done of you, Sir, if you pro- 
mis'd otherwiſe. 

Clown. By this Hand, never any Meſſenger came at me, 
ſince the firſt time J came into her Company; that a 
Man ſhould be wrong'd thus? : 

Neice. Did not I ſend thee Scarfs and Diamonds? 


And thou return'dſt me Letters, one with a falſe 


Heart in't. 

Witty. Oh fie, to receive Favours, return Falſhoods, 
and hold a Lady in hand ; 

Clown. Will you believe me, Sir? if ever I receiv'd 
Diamonds, or Scarf, or ſent any Letter to her, would 
this Sword might ne'er £9 through me. 

Witty, Some bad Meflengers have gone between you 
then. etal 

Neice. Take him from my fight, if I ſhall fee to 
morrow. _ „„ 

Witty, Pray you forbear the place, this Diſcontent 
may impair her Health much. 

Clown. Foot, if a Man had been in any Fault, twould 
ne'cr a griev'd him: Sir, if you'll believe. 5 

Witty, Nay, nay, proteſt. no more, I do believe you, 
But you ſee how the Lady is wrong'd by't 
She has caſt away her ſelf, it is to be fear'd, 

Againſt her Uncle's Will, nay, and Conſent, 
But out of a mere neglect, and ſpight to her ſelf, 
Married ſuddenly n e any advice. 

Clown. Why, who can help it? if ſhe be caſt away, ſhe 
may thank her ſelf, ſhe might have gone farther and 
far d worſe; I could do no more than L could do: 'twas 
her own pleafure to command me, that I ſhould nor 
come 'till I was fent for, I had been with her every 
minute of an hour elſe, | 

Witty. Truly J believe you. 1 

Clown, Night and Day ſhe might have commanded 
me, and that ſhe knew well enough; I ſaid as much to 
der between her and 1; yet I proteſt, ſhe's as honeit 
2 Lady for my part, that I'd ſay, if ſhe would, ſee me 
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hang'd: If ſhe be caſt away, I cannot help it, 9 
might have ſtay'd to have ſpoke with a Mann. 
Witty. Well, *twas a hard Miſs on both Parts, 
Clown. So 'twas, I was within one of her, for all this 
croſs Luck, I was ſure I was between the Knight and 


. home, f 


Netce. Not gone yet? Oh my Heart! none re ard 
my Health? 5 | l 


Witty. Good Sir, forbear her light awhile, you hear 
how ill ſhe brooks it. 


Clown. Fooliſh Woman, to overthrow her Fortune 


ſo ; I ſhall think the worſe of a Lady's Wit, while | 


live for't could almoſt cry for Anger, if ſhe ſhould 
miſcarry now, twould touch my Conſcience a little; and 
ho knows what Love and Conceit may do? What 
would People ſay, as I go along? There goes he that 
the Lady dy'd for Love on, I am ſure to hear on't ith 
Streets, I ſhall weep before hand; fooliſh Woman, | 


do grieve more for thee now, than I did love thee be- 
ob 


fore; well, go they ways, wouldſt thou ſpare thy Hul- 
band's Head, and break thine own Heart? If thou hadſt 
my Wit, I would ſome other had been the Cauſe of 
thy undoing, I ſhall be twitted Yth* Teecth with it, 
Im ſure of that, fooliſh Lady. 3 [ Exit, 

Neice. So, ſo, this Trouble's well ſhook off. Uncle, 
how d'ye ? there's a Dowry due, Sir. 

Cun. We have agreed it, Sweeteſt, 
And find your Uncle fully recover'd, kind to both of us, 

Mitty. To all the reſt, I hope. 

Old K. Never to thee, nor thee, eaſie Couſin Credulour, 
Was your Wit ſo raw? | 

Sed. Faith, yours Sir, ſo long'd ſeaſon'd, 
Has been faulty too, and very much to blame, 
Speaking it with Reverence, Uncle. _ 

Sir Greg. Yes faith, Sir, you have paid as dear for 

our time, as any Man here. 


Witty. Ay, Sir, and I'll reckon it to him. Inprimic, The 
firſt Preface cheat of a Pair of Pieces to the Beggus, on 


remember that I was the Example to your _— 
; ? h J 
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there, I ſpake Greek and Syriack, Sir z you underſtand 
me now. Next, the Robbery put upon your indulgent 


Couſin, which indeed was no Robbery, no Conſtable, 


no Juſtice, no Thief, but all Cheaters there was a hun- 
dred Mark, mark you that : Laſtly, this memorable 
hundred Pounds worth of Muſick, this was both Cheats 
and Wit too; and for the aſſiſtance of this Gentleman 
to my Couſin ( for which I am to have a Fee) that was 
= alittle practice of my Wit too, Father: Will you come 
to Compoſition yet, Father? 
m. Yes faith, Sir, do, two hundred a Year will be 
re eaſter than ſo much Weekly, I do not think he's barren 
if he ſhould be put to't again. 

94 K. Why this was the Day I look d for, thou ſhalt 

© | 5 
And the next Cheat makes it up three hundred; 
Live thou upon thy ten Pound Vicarige, 
Thou get'ſt not a Penny more, here's thy full 
Hire now. 3 . 
Cred. I thank you, Sir. 
Witty. Why there was the ſum of all my Wit, Fa- 
ther, | | 
To ſhuve him out of your Favour, which I fear'd 
Would have diſinherited mee. 

Old K. Moſt certain it had, 

Had not thy Wit recover'd it. Is there any here 
That had a hand with thee ? | | 

Witty. Yes, all theſe, Sir. 

Old K. Nephew, part a hundred Pound amongſt 'em, 
Il] repay it; Wealth, love me as I love Wit; n 
When I die, 

I'll build an Alms-houſe for decay'd Wits. 

Sir Greg. Vl entertain one in my life-time ; Scholar, 
you ſhall be my Chaplain, I have the Gift of twenty 
Benefices, {imple as J am here. 

Friſ. Thanks my great Patron. 

un. Sir, your Gentry and your Name ſhall both be 
ras'd as high as my Fortunes can reach 'em, for your 
Friends ſake. 


Witty, 
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Wirty. Something will be in my preſent Power, 4, 
future more, 


You ſhall ſhare with me. 


Ruin and Wife. Thanks, worthy Gentlemen. 

Neice, Sir, I would beg one thing of you? 

Sir Greg. You can beg nothing of me. 

Witty, Oh Sir, if ſhe begs, there's your Power oper 
her. | 

Sir Greg. She has begg'd me for a Fool already, by, 


"tis no matter. 


I have begg d her for a Lady, that ſhe might have been, 


'Thar's one for another. ; 

Witty. Nay, but if ſhe beg ———— 

Sir Greg Let her beg again then. 

Neice. That your Man Pompey's Coat may come over 
his Ears back again, I would not he ſhould be loſt for 
my lake.” - 

Sir Greg. Well, *tis granted, for mine own fake. 

Air. I'll intreat it, Sir. . 

Sir Greg, Why then ' tis granted for your take. 

Old K. Come, come, down with all Weapons now, 

tis Muſick time, | | 
So it be purchas'd at an eaſie Rate; 
Some have receiv'd the knocks, ſome giv'nthe bits, 
And all concludes in Love, there's happy Wits.| Exewi!. 


BY: I LOG UE 


= AT THE 
= Reviving of this PLAY. 


E need not tell you, 4 that this 

9 Night | 
= The Wits have Jumpt, or that the W hit 
gf; 

$ woe be but Labour loft for to excuſe 

bat Fletcher had to do in; his brick Muſe 
as ſo Mercurial, that if he but writ 

An Add, or two, the whole Play roſe up Wit. 
= Well not Appeal unto thoſe Gentlemen, 


Y The Ladies ſmile, and with their Fans delight 
= 7 whisk a Clinch aſide, then all goes right; 

3 Twas well recei d before, and we dare ſay, 
3 Tou now are welcome to no vulgar Play. 


The End of the Sixth Volume, 
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FAIR MAID 
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Printed in the YEAR 1711. 


| PROLOGUE 


| have their Fates, mot as in their true 
Senſe 

They're underſtood, but as the Influence 

Of idle Cuſtom madly works upon 

The droſs of many-tongu'd Opinion. 

A worthy Story, howſoever writ, + 

For Language, modeſt Mirth, Conceit or Mit, 

Meets oftentimes with the ſweet Commend ation 

Of Hang t, tis ſcurvy; when for Approbation 

A Jig ſhall be clapt at, and every tthim: 

Prais'd and applauded by a clamorous Co:me. 

Let Ignorance and Laughter dwell together, 

They are beneath the Muſes Pity. Hither 

Come nobler Fudgments, and to thoſe the firain 

Of our Invention is not bent in i; 

The Fair Maid of the Inn 70 on commends 

Her Hopes and Welcomes, and withal intends 

In th Entertains to which ſhe doth invite ye, 

All things to pleaſe, aud ſome things to delight ye. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Uke of Florence. 
Ceſario, a young Gentleman of a fiery Nature, Son to 
Albertus. 
Albertus, Father ro Ceſario, Admiral of Florence. 
Baptiſta, @ brave Sea Commander, ancient Friend to Alber- 
tus, and Fatber to Mentivole and Biancha. 
Mentivole, Sn to Baptiſta, Lover of Clariſſa. 


Proſpero, @ noble Friend to Baptiſta. 


Do Magiſtrates of Florence. 

Hoft, the ſuppoſed Father to Biancha. 
Foroboſco, a cheating Mountebank. 
Clown, the Mountebank's Man, and Setter, 
Three Gentlemen. 

Secretary to the Duke, 


Dancer, 

Taylor, Four Fools and Knaves, who pretend Love 
Muletreer, 7% Biancha, the Fair Maid of the Inn. 
Pedant, 
Sailors. 


WO ME N. 


Mariana, Wife to Albertus, @ virtuous Lady. 
Clariſſa, Mariana' Daughter, in Love with Mentivole. 
Juliana, Neice to the Duke of Genoa, 8 ſecond Wife. 
Biancha, the Fair Maid of the Inn, beloved of Ceſario, 
and Daughter to Baptiſta and Juliana. 
Hyſteſe, the ſuppoſed Mother of Biancha. 
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Euter Ceſario, and Clariſſa. 


CESARTO. 


Iterpret not, Clariſſa, my true zeal 
El In giving you counſel, to tranſcend the 
bounds 1 
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Honour, 
And Peace of Mind (which Honour laft 
will leave you) 8 
labour to preſerve; and though you yet are 
Pure and untainted, and reſolve to be ſo, 
Having a Father's Eye, and Mother's care 
In all your ways to keep you fair and upright, 
In which reſpects my bell Advices muſt 
Appear ſuperfluous; yet ſince Love, dear Siſter, 
Will ſometimes tender things unneceſſary, 
Miſconſtrue not my purpoſe. 
Cla. Sir, I dare not: 
But {till receive it as a large addition, 
To the much that I already ſtand ingag'd for, 
Yet pardon me, though I profeſs, upon 
A true Examination of my ſelf, DAP 
A 3 Even 
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Even to my private Thoughts, I cannot find 
(Having ſuch ſtrong Supporters to uphold me) 
On what flight ground the leaſt doubt can be raigq 
To render me ſuſpected, I can fall, 
Or from my Fame or Virtue. 

Ceſa, Far be it from me, | 
To nouriſh ſuch a Thought; and yet excuſe me, 
As you would do a Lapidary, whole whole Fortunes 
Depend upon the ſafety of one Jewel, 
If he think no Caſe precious enough 
To keep it in ful! Luſtre, nor no Locks, 
Though lending ſtrength to Iron Doors, ſufficient 
To guard it, and ſecure him; you to me are 


A Gem of more eſteem, and priz'd higher 


Than Uſurers do their Muck, or great Men Title, 
And any flaw (which Heav'n avert) in you, 
(W hoſe Reputation like a Diamond 
Cut newiy from the Rock, Women with cnyy, 
And Men with covetous deſires looi up at) 
By prying Eyes diſcovercd in a moment, 
Would render what the Braverics of Florence, 
For want of counterpoize, torbear to cheapen, 
Of little or no value. | 

Cla. 1 ſee Brother 
The Mark you ſhoot at, and much thank your Love; 
But for my Virgin Jewel which is brought 
In compariſon with your Diamond, reſt afſur'd 
It ſhall not fall in ſuch a Workman's Hands 
W hoſe Ignorance or Malice ſhall have power 
To caſt one cloud upon it, but {till keep 
Her native Splendor. 

Ceſa. Tis well, I commend you; 
And ſtudy your advancement with that care 
As I would do a Siſter's, whom | love 
With more than common Order, 

Cla. That from me, 1 
I hope's return'd to you. 

Ceſe. ] do confeſs it, | 
Yet let me tell you, (but fill with that love 
I wiſh to encreaſe between us) that you are 


Obſerv'd, 


1 Cla. One unworthy ? . 
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Obſerv'd, againſt the Gravity long maintain'd 
In Italy (where to ſee a Maid unmaſqu'd 

Is held a blemiſh) to be over-frequent 

In giving or receiving Viſits. 

Cla. How? . 

Ceſa. Whereas the Cuſtom is here to wooe by Picture, 
And never ſee the Subſtance: You are fair, | 
And Beauty draws temptations on; you know it, 
| would not live to fee a willing grant 
From you, to one unworthy of your Birth, 

Feature or Fortune yer there have been Ladies 
Of Rank, Proportion, and of Means beyond you, 
That have prov'd this no Miracle. 


Why, pray you gentle Brother, who are they 
That I vouchſafe theſe Bounties to? I hope, 
In your ſtrict Criticiſm of me, and my Manners, 
That you will not deny they are your Equals. 

Ceſa. Angry? 

Cla. I have reaſon, but in cold Blood tell me, 
Had we not one Father ? 

Ceſa, Yes, and Mother too. 

Cla. And he a Soldier. 

Ceſa, True. 

Cla. If 1 then borrow 
A little of the boldneſs of his Temper, 
Imparting it to ſuch as may deſerve it; 
(However indulgent to your ſelves, you Brothers 
Allow no part of freedom to your Sitters) 
I hope 'twill not paſs for a Crime in me, 
To grant Acceſs and Speech to noble Suitors; 
And you eſcape for innocent, that deſcend 
To a thing ſo far beneath you? Are you touch'd? 
Why did you think that you had Giges Ring, 
Or the Herb that gives Inviſibility ? 

Or that Biancha's Name had neer been mention d; 
The Fair Maid of the grand Oſteria, Brother? 
Ceſa. No more. Foe 8 

Cla. A little, Brother. Your Night-walks, 
And offer d Preſents; which coy ſhe, contemn d. 
A414 - "wu 
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Your Combats in diſguiſes with your Rivals, 
Brave Muletiers. Scullions pertum'd with greaſe, 
And ſuch as want Meat for Cats muſt be remembred; 
And all this pother for a common Trull, 
A tempting Sign, and curiouſly ſet forth, 
o draw in rictous Gueſts, a thing expos'd 
To every Ruffian's rude aſſault; and ſubje&, 
For a poor Salary, to a rich Man's Luſt, 
Though made up of Diſeaſes. 
Ceſa. Will you end yet? 
Cla. And this a Miſtreſs for Albertus Son, 
One that I ſhould call Siſter? 
Ceſa. Part not with 
Your Modeſty in this violent heat; the truth is, 
(For you ſhall be my Confeſſor) I love her, 
But virtuouſly; Report that gives her out 
Only for fair, and adds not the is chaſte, 
Detracts much from her: for indeed ſhe is, 
Though of a low condition, compos'd 
Of all thoſe Graces, Dames of higheſt Birth, 
Though rich in Nature's Bounties, ſhould be proud of; 
But leave her, and to you my neareſt care, 
My deareſt beſt ariſe. Do not think 
(For then you wrong me) I wiſh you ſhould live 
A barren Virgin life; I rather aim at 
A noble Husband, that may make you Mother 
Of many Children, one that when I know him 
Worth your Embraces, I may ſerve, and ſue too: 
And therefore {corn not to acquaint me with 
That Man, that happy Man, you pleaſe to favour. 
Cla. I ever purpos'd it, for I will like 
With your allowance. 
Ceſa. As a pawn of this, 
Receive this Ring, but c'er you part with it 
On any terms, be certain of your choice; 
And make it known to me. * 1 
Enter Servants with Lights, Alberto, Baptiſta, 
M-ariana, and Mentivole. 
Cla. You have my Hand for't. ; 
Ceſa. Which were it not my Siſter's, I ſhould kiſs, 
With too much heat. 1 C/a, 


be Fair Maid of the Inn. 


Cla. My Father and his Gueſts, Sir. 

Alber. Oh my old Friend, my try'd Friend, my Baptiſta : 

Theſe days of reſt and feaſting ſuit not with 

Our tougher Natures, thoſe were golden ones, 

Which were enjoy'd at Sea; that's our true Mother: 

The Land's to us a Step-dame: There we ſought 

Honour and Wealth through dangers; yet thoſe dangers 

Delighted more than their Rewards, though great ones, 

And worth the Undertakers: Here we ſtudy 

The Kitchen Arts, to ſharpen Appetite, 

Dull'd with abundance; and diſpute with Heav'n, 

If that the leaſt puff of the rough North-wind 

Blaſt our times Burthen, rendring to our Palats 

The charming Juice leſs pleaſing; whereas there 

If he had Bisket, powder'd Fleſh, freſh Water, 

We thought them Perſian Delicates; and for Mufick 

If a ſtrong Gale but made the Main Yard crack, 

We danc'd to the loud Minſtrel. 

Bapt. And fear'd leſs, 

(So tar we were in Love with noble Action) 

A Tempeſt than a Calm. 

Alber. Tis true, Baptiſta ; 

There, there, from mutual aids lent to cach other, 

And virtuous Emulation to exceed | 

In manly daring, the true School of Friendſhip, 

Welearnt thoſe Principles, which confirm'd us Friends 

Never to be forgot. m7 

Bapt, Never I hope. (Cannon, 

Aller. We were married there; for Bells, the roaring 

Aloud proclaim'd it lawful, and a Prize 

Then newly ta'en, and equally divided, 

Serv'd as a Dowry to you, then ſtil'd my Wife; 

And did enable me to be a Husband, 

Fit to encounter ſo much Wealth, though got 

With Blood and Horror. 

Mar. If fo got, 'tis fit, Sir, 

Now you poſſeſs it, that you ſhould enjoy it 

In peace and quiet; I, your Son, and Daughter, 

That reap the Harveſt of your Winters labour, 

Though Debtors for it, yet have often trembled, 
| ; When, 
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When, in way of Diſcourſe, you have related 
How you came by it. — 
Alber. Trembled? How the Softneſs 
Of your Sex may excuſe you, I'Il not argue, 
But to the World, howe'er hold thee noble, 
I ſhould proclaim this Boy ſome Coward's Baſtard, 
And not the Image of Albertus Youth, 
If when ſome wiſh'd Occaſion calls him forth 
To a brave 'Trial, one weak Artery 4 
Of his ſhould ſhow a Fever, though grim Death 
Put on a thouſand dreadful Shapes to fright him; 
The Elements, the Sea, and all the Winds 
We number on our Compaſs, then conſpꝭ rin 
To make the Scene more ghaſtly ; I muſt have thee, 
Sirrah, I muſt, if once you grapple with _ 
An Enemy's Ship, to board her, though you ſee 
The deſperate Gunner ready to give fire, 
And blow the Deck up, or like Caſar's Soldier 
Thy Hands like his cut off, hang by the Teeth, 
And die undaunted. = 
Mar. I even die to hear you : 
My Son, my lov'd Ceſario run ſuch Hazards ? 
Bleſs'd Saints forbid it; you have done enough 
Already for one Family, that rude way; 
PII keep him ſafe at home, and train him u 
A compleat Courtier: May I live to ſee him, 
By ſweet Diſcourſe, and gracious Demeanor, 
Win, and bring home a fair Wife, and a rich; 
»Tis all I reſt ambitious of. 
Alber. A Wife! 
As if there were a Courſe to purchaſe one 
Prevailing more than honourable Action? 
Or any Interceſſors move ſo far, 
To take a Miſtreſs of a noble Spirit, 
As the true Fame of glorious Victories, 
Atchiev'd by Sweat and Blood! Oh the brave Dames 
Of warlike Genoua! they had Eyes to lee 
The inward Man, and only from his Worth, 
Courage, and Conqueſts, the blind Archer knew | 
To head his Shafts, or light his quenched 1 
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They were Proof againſt them elſe 

To Carpet Knight | 

That ſpent his Youth in Groves, or pleaſant Bowers, 
Or ſtretching on a Couch his lazy Limbs, 
Sung to his Lute ſuch ſoft and melting Notes, 

As Ovid, nor Anacreon ever knew, 

Could work on them, nor once bewitch'd their Senſe ; 
Though he came fo perfum'd as he had robb d 

Sebea, or Arabia, of their Wealth, | 

And ſtor'd it in one Suit: 

I till remember, 

And ftill remember it with Joy, Baptiſta, 

When from the Reſcue of the Genůoua Fleet, 

Almoſt ſurpriz d by the Venetian Gallies, 

Thou didft return, and wert receiv'd in Triumph, 

How lovely in thy honour'd Wounds and Scars 
Thou didſt appear, what Worlds of amorous Glances 
The Beauties of the City, where they ſtood, 

Fix'd like fo many of the faireſt Stars, 

Shot from their Windows at thee? How it fir'd 

Their Bloods to fee the Enemics Captive Streams 

Born through the Streets? nor could chaſte Juliana, 
The Duke's fair Neice, though guarded with her Great- 
Reſiſt this gallant Charge, but laying by (nels, 
Dilparity of Fortune from the Object, 

Yielded her ſelf thy Priſoner. 

Bap. Pray you chuſe ſome other Theam. 

Mar. Can there be one more pleaſing? 

Bap. That Triumph drew on me a greater Torture, 
And 'tis in the Remembrance litttle leſs 
Than ever Captive ſuffer'd. 

Mar. How ? to gain the Favour of ſo great a Lady? 
Bap. Ves, ſince it prov'd fatal; t'have been happy, Ma- 


Adds to Calamity, and the heavy Loſs | (dam, 


Of her I durſt not hope for, once enjoy'd, 
Turns what you think a Bleſſing to a Curie, 
Which Grief would have forgotten. 
Alber. Jam ſorry I touch'd upon it. 
Mar, I burn rather, Sir, 
With a Deſire to hear the Story of 


Your 


* 


n — . 2 - Ry - per a 
ES EBERT DEE fo... * n 2 


: Ms * „ 8 6 AL Top 2. x. 9, of 5 
* he — — » 5 a as a — — wieder ter ts — — — * we " 
SU — — - - . _—_— ” EVE” p A of 2 5 — 29 r 1 —— - _ 
TTP we — EL | —"—_— — EL 3 
I ——C RS ZZ ß CCC. 
h j 5 2 5 0 ** 7 a C $ 
— — — — — 


ways 23 * A 

— 2 3 

£4 2 * Pri ew — 1. * . RY 2 
PR. „ I . 


. ² — 
; — » So —_ 
r Fx — —_— 


= 
2 
r 28 
Eads own cg 
1 — 2 —— *. 
ia — 


1 
205 fb 
_ 


OI Ir —y„ᷣ—̊ 


n 
n % 


n 
- Fi * 


| 
1 
1 


; 
1 
71 
1 
fl 
7 
i 
1 
* 


2 vg — — ͤ—ͤ— — En os — > hetadi ns 

— — nent ay — —— —— — 

ds HET * 5 P — 
"_— * wa 


2 — 
— .. — 2 
—ſ - : -- 11 rere 66 


. 


3 MTV _ LY 


0. Aiko =p 1 2 
— — —— ne. eo. SETS > x 


—_— a _F. 


1 


3464 The Fair Maid of the Inn. 


Your Loves, and ſhall receive it as a Favour, 
Which you may grant. 
Bap. You muſt not be deny'd, 
Yet with all Brevity I mult report it; 
Tis true, fair Juliana, (Genoua's Pride) 
Enamour'd of my Actions, lik'd my Perſon; 
Nor could I but with Joy meet her Affection; 
Since it was lawful, for my firſt Wife dead: 
We werg cloſely marry'd, and tor ſome few Months 
Taſted the Fruits of't; but malicious Fate, 
Evying our too much Happineſs, wrought upon 
A faithleſs Servant, privy to our Plot, 
And Cabinet-Counſellor to Fuliana, 
W ho either for Hope, or Reward, or Fear, 
Diſcover'd us to the incenſed Duke: 
W hoſe Rage made her cloſe Priſoner, and pronounc'd 
On me perpetual Baniſhment: Some three Years 
I wander'd on the Seas, ſince entertain'd 
By the great Duke of Florence ; but what Fate 
Attended her, or Proſpero my Friend, 
That ſtaid at Genoua, to expect the Iſſue, 
Is yet uncertain, 
po Enter a Gentleman. 
Alber. From the Duke. 3 
Bap. He's welcome, to end my forc'd Relation. 
Alber. Signior Baptiſta, 
The Great Duke's Will commands your preſent Care. 
Gent. It points indeed at both of you. 
Bap. J wait it. 
Alber. In Mariana, to your Reſt. 
Bap. Nay leave us, we muſt be private. 
Mar. Stay not long, Cæſario. 
Exeunt. Manent Ceſario, Mentiyole. 
Ment. So, theſe old Men vaniſh'd, 'tis allow'd 
That we may ſpeak; and howſocer they take 
Delight in the Diſcourſe of former Dangers, 
It cannot hinder us to treat a little 
Of preſent Pleaſures. 
Ceſa. Which if well employ' d, * 
I 


* 


* 
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Will not alone continue, but increaſe 
In us their F riendſhip. | 

Ment. How ſhall we ſpend the Night? 

To {orc it out like drunken Duzchmen, would 
Sort ill with us Tralians. We are made 
| Of other Metal, fiery, quick, and active; 

Shall we take our Fortune? and while our cold Fathers 
(in whom long fince their youthful Hears were dead,) 
| Talk much of Mars, ſerve under Venus Enfigns, 

And ſeek a Miſtreſs? 
| Ceſa. That's a Game, dear Friend, 

That does admit no Rival in chaſe of it. 
And either to be undertook alone, 
or not to be attempted. 

| Ant. Tl not preſs you; 

What other Sports to entertain the time with 
The following Morning ? 

Cæſa. Any that may become us. 

| Ment. Is the Neopolitan Horſe the Viceroy ſent you, 
| Ina fit Plight to run? 

Ceſa. So my Groom tells me. 

can boaſt little of my Horſemanſhip 

Yet upon his Aſſurance, I dare wager 

A thouſand Crowns, *gainſt any Horſe in Florence, 

For an eight Mile Courſe. | 
Men. | would not win of you, 

In reſpect you are impatient of Loſs : 

Elſe I durſt match him with my Barbary 

For twice the Sum. | (beaten. 
Ceſa. You do well to excuſe it, being certain to be 
Ment. Tuſh, you know the contrary. 

Ceſa. To end the Controverſie 

Put it to Trial, by my Life VII meet you 

Enter Clariſſa. 


1 


Ment. A Match. But here 

Appears a Oyuibia, that ſcorns to borrow 
A Beam of Light from the great Eye of Heav'n, 
dle being her ſelf all Brightneſs; how I envy 
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Thoſe amorous Smiles, thoſe Kiſſes, but ſure chaſte 
Which ſhe vouchſafes her Brother? 

Cla. You are wanton : 
Pray you think me not Biancha, leave Ipray you; 
My Mother will not ſleep before ſhe ſee you, 
And ſince you know her Tenderneſs, nay Fondneſs, 
In every circumſtance that concerns your Safety, 
You are not equal to her. 

Cſa. 1 mult leave you, but will not fail to meet you, 

Ment. Soft Sleeps to you. 

Mithin. Mariana : Ceſario. 

Cla. You are call'd again. 

Ceſa. Some Sons 
Complain of roo much Rigour in their Mothers; 

I of too much Indulgence; you will follow | Exi; 
Cla. Youare her firſt care, therefore lead the way. 
Ment. She ſtays; bleſt Opportunity, ſhe ſtays 

As ſhe invited Conference, ſhe was ever | 

Noble and free; but thus to tempt my Frailty, 

Argues a yielding in her; or Contempt 
Of all that I dare offer; ſtand I now I» 
Conſulting ? No, I'll put it home. 
Cla. Who waits there? More Lights. 
Ment. You need them not, they are as uſeleſs 
As at Noon- day; can there be Darkneſs, where 
Nature, then wilely liberal, vouchſaf'd 
To lend two Suns? | 
Cla. Hyperboles. 
Ment, No, Truths: 
Truths, beautcous Virgin, ſo my Love-ſick Heart 
Aſſures me, and my Underftanding tells me 
I muſt approach them wiſely ; ſhould I rathly 
Preis near their ſcorching Beams, they would conſume me: 
And on the contrary, ſhould your Diſdain 
Keep me at too much diſtance, and want 
Their comfortable Heat, the froſt of Death 
Would ſeize on all my Faculties. 
Cla. Pray you pauſe, Sir. . i 5 
This Vehemency of Diſcourſe muſt elſe needs tire you. 
Theſe gay Words take not me, tis ſimple Faith, 


ones, 


F< 
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Honeſt Integrity and lawful Flames 
I am delighted with. f 
Ment. Such I bring with me, and therefore, Lady--- 
(da. But that you took me off 
Fer I came to a period; I had added 
A long Experience muſt berequir'd 
Both of his Faith and Truſt, with whom a Virgin 
Trafficks for, what's deareſt in this Life, 
Her Liberty and Honour; 1 confels 
| oft have view'd you with an Eye of Favour, 
And with your generous Parts the many renders 
Of doing me all fair Offices, have won 
A good Opinion from me. 
_ Ment. Oh ſpeak ever, I never heard ſuch Muſick. 
Cla. A plain Tune, Sir, | 
But 'tis a hearty one; when I perceive, 
By evident proofs, your aims are truly noble, 
And that you bring the Engines of fair Love, 
Not of foul Luft, to ſhake and undermine 
My Maiden Fortreſs : I may then make good 
What now I dare nbrt promiſe. 
Ment. You already, | 
In taking notice of my poor deſervings, 
Have been magnificent, and "twill appear 
A frontleis Impudence to ask heyond this; 
Yet qualifie, though not excuſe my Error, 
Though now I am ambitious to deſire 
A Confirmation of it. 


dla. So it wrong not my Modeſty to grant it. 

Ment. Tis far from me, 
T only am a Suitor, you would grace me 
With ſome Toy, but made rich in that you wore it, 
To warrant to the World that J uſurp not, 


When I preſume to ſtile my ſelf your Servant, 
A Ribbon from your Shoe. | 


dla. You are too humble, 
PII think upon't; and ſomething of more Value 
Shall witneſs how I prize you; it grows late, 
I'll bring you to the Door, : 
Ment. You ſtill more bind me.. [ Exeunt. 
opt 255 1 | Enter 
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Enter Duke of Florence, Alberto, Baptiſta, Agi. 
ſtrates and Attendants. 

Duke, You find, by this aſſur'd Intelligence, 
The Preparation of the Turks againſt us. 
We have met him oft and beat him; now to fear him 
Would argue want of Courage, and I hold it 
A ſafer Policy for us and our Signiories, 
To charge him in his Paſſage o'er the Sea, 
Than to expect him here. 
Alber. May it pleaſe your Highneſs, 
Since you vouchſafe to think me worthy of 
This great Imployment, if I may deliver 
My Judgment freely, 'tis not Flattery 
Though I ſay my Opinion waits on you, 
Nor would I give my Suffrage and Conſent 
To what you have propos'd, but that I know it 
Worth the great Speaker, though that the denial 
Call'd on your heavy Anger. For my ſelf 
I do profeſs thus much, if a blunt Soldier 
May borrow ſo much from the oyl'd rongu'd Courtier, 
(That ecchoes whatſoe'er the Prince allows of) 
All that my long Experience hath taught me, 
That have ſpent three parts of my Lite at Sea, 
(Let it not taſte of Arrogance that I ſay it) 
Could not have added Reaſons of more weight 
To fortifie your Affections, than ſuch 
As your Grace out of Obſervation meerly 
Already have propounded. | 

Bap. With the Honour to give the daring Enemy an 
In being the firſt Oppoſer, it will teach ( Affront 
Your Soldiers boldneſs; and ſtrike fear in them 

That durſt attempt you. 
I Magi, Victuals and Ammunition, | 
And Mony too, the Sinews of the War, are ſtor'dupin the 
Magazine. | wn 

2 Magi. Andthe Gallies new rig'd and train'd up, 
And at two Days warning fit for the Service. 

Duke. We commend your Care, 
Nor will we e'er be wanting in our Counſels, 
As we doubt not your Action; you Bapriſia 


Shall 
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Shall ſtay with us; that Merchant is not wiſe, 
That ventures his whole Fortunes in one Bottom. 

Alber. Be our Admiral, ſpare your Thanks, 
'Fis Merit in you that invites this Honour, 
preſerve it ſuch; e'er long you ſhall hear more, 
Things raſhly undertaken end as ill, 

But great Acts thrive when Reaſon guides the Will [ Exe, 
Enter three Gentlemen. 
Gent. No Queſtion *twas not well done in Ceſarzo, 

To croſs the Horſe of young Mentivole | 
In the midſt of this Courſe. (him. 


_ 3 Gent, Would that both the Jades 
Had broke their Necks, when they firſt ſtarted: 'ſlight, 
We ſtand here prating, give them leave ro whiſper, 
And when they have cut one anothers Throats 

Enter Mentivole 4nd Ceſario. 
Make in to part em. 3 

2 Gent. There is no ſuch Hazard, 
Their Father's Friendſhip and their Love forbid it; 
See where they come. 5 
1 Gent. With Fury in their Looks, 

Ment. You have the Wager, with what foul play ge 
II nor diſpute. | | 
 Ceſa. Foul Play? 
Ment. I cannot ſpeak it 
In a fairer Language, and if ſome Reſpects 
Familiar to my felt chain'd not my Tongue, 
I ſhould ſay more. I ſhould, but I'll fit down 
With this Diſgrace; howe*er preſs me no farther, 
For if once more provok'd, you'll underſtand 
I dare no more ſuffer an Injury, 

Than I dare do one. 
Ca. Why, Sir, are you injur dd 
In that I take my Right, which I would force, 
Should you detain it? 
Ment, Put it to Judgment. 50 
Ceſa. No; my Will in this ſhall carry it. 
Ment. Y our Will? Nay, farewel Sotrneſs then. 
Gent. This 1 foreſaw [They ſuddenly draw, 
oL. VII. — Yo 2 Gent. 


2 Gent, That was not all, the ſwitching him dull'd 
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2 Gent. Hold, hold. 
A8. I am hurt. 
2 Gent. Shift for your ſelf, 'tis Death. 
Ment. As you reſpect me, bear him off with Cate 
If he miſcarry, ſince he did the * . 
I'll ſtand the ſhock of'r. 
. 2 Gent. Gently, he will faint elſe — — 


1 


[ Exeunt Gentlemen with Ceſario. 
Ment. And ſpecdily, I beſeech you; my Rage over, 
That pour'd upon my Reaſon Clouds of Error, 


I ſee my Folly, and at what dear Loſs 


I have exchang'd a real Innocence, 
To gain a meer fantaſtical Report, 


Tranſported only by vain popular Wind, 


To be a daring, nay, tool-hardy Man. 
Enter Baptiſta. 
But could I ſatisfie my ſelf within here, 


. How ſhould I bear my Father's Frown? They meet me, 


My Guilt conjures him hither, 
Bap. Sirrah. 
* Sir. 
. I have met the Trophies of your ruffian Sword 
Was 5 Sy no.other Anvil to make trial 
How far thou durſt be wicked, but the Boſome 
Of him, which under the adulterate Name 


Of Friendſhip thou haſt murder'd? 


Ment. Murder'd, Sir? 
My Dreams abhor ſo baſe a Fact; true Valour, 
Imploy'd to keep my Reputation fair 


From the auſtereſt Judge, can never merit 


To be branded with that Title; you begot me 
A Man, no Coward and but call your Youth 
To Memory, when injur'd, you could never 
Boaſt of the Aſſes Fortitude, Slave-like Patience: 
And you might juſtly doubt I were your Son, 
If I ſhould entertain it ; if Ceſario 

Recover, as I hope his Wound's not mortal, 
A ſecond Trial of what I dare do 

In a juſt, Cauſe, ſhall give ſtrong Witneſs for mc 
I am the true Heir to Baptiſta's Courage, 
As to his other Fortunes. Byy. 
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Bap. Boy, to neither: 

But on this ſtrict Condition, which Intreaties 

From Saints, nay Angels, ſhall not make me. alter. 

A Friendſhip fo began, and fo continu'd + 

Between me and Alberto my beſt Friend, 

Your Brawls ſhall not diſſolve; it is my Will, 

And as [| am thy Father, I command thee, 

That inſtantly, on any Terms, how poor 

So cer, it skills not, thou deſire his Pardon, 

And bring Aſſurance to me he has ſign'd it, 

Or by my Father's Soul Vil never know thee, 

But as a Stranger to my Blood; perform it, 

And ſuddenly, withour reply, I have faid it. 

Ment. And in it given a heavier Sentence on me 
Than the moſt cruel Death; you are my Father, 

And your Will to be ſerv'd, and not diſputed 

By me, that am your Son: But I'll obey, 

Andthough my Heart-ftrings crack for't, make it known, 
When you command, my Facultics are your own. 

[ Exennt. 


ACT H. SCENE I 
— Enter Albertus, Phyſician and a Surgeon. 
— | AVE Patience, noble Sir; your Son Ceſario 
1 Will recover, without Queſtion. 
Surg. A {light Wound, 
Though it pierc'd his Body, it hath miſs'd the Vitals. 
| Phy. My Life for't, he thall take the Air again with- 
in theſe ten Days. | © 
Alber. O but from a Friend, 
To reccive this bloody Meaſure from a Friend ! 
If that a Man ſhould meet a violent Death, 
In a Place where he hid taken Sanctuary, 
Would it not grieve him? Such all Florence held 
Their Friendſhip, and 'tis that which multiplies 
The Injury. 
Phy. Have Patience, worthy Signior. 
Alber. 1 do proteſt, as I am Man and Soldier, 1 
| B 2 | 
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If Thad buried him in a Wave at Sea, 

(Loft in ſome honourable Action) 

1 would not, to the ſaltneſs of his Grave 
Have added the leaſt Tear; but theſe Quarrels, 
Enter Mariana, and Clariſſa. 

Bred out of Game and Wine, I had as lief 
He ſhou!d have dy d of a Surfeit. Ee 
Mar. Oh what Comfort? How is it with our Son, 
Alber. His Work-maſters (dir? 

Bear me in hand here, as my Lawyer does, . 

When | have a crack'd Title, or bad Suit in Law, 

All ſhall go well. (Wound? 
Mar. ] pray you, Gentlemen, what think you of his 
Phy. Tis but a Scratch, nothing to danger. 

Cla. But he receiv'd it from a Friend, 

And the Unkindneſs ta en at that, may kill him. 
Mar. Let me ſee him. | 
Phy. By no means, he ſlumbers. 

Mar. Then I cannot believe you, 

When you tell me there's Hope of him. 
Alber. Vet many Ladies | 

Do give more Faith to their Phyſician 

Than to their Confeſſor. 

Cla. O my poor loſt Brother, 

And Friend more dear than Brother. 
Alber. More loud Inſtruments 

To diſturb his Slumbers ! Go, go, take Caroch : 

And as you love me, you and the Girl retire 

To our Summer-Houſe ith? Country; Ill be with you 

Within theſe rwo Days. 

Mar. I am yours in all things, 

Though with much Sorrow to leave him. 

Exeunt Mar. and Cla. 


Alber. 1 pray you Gentlemen, 
With beſt Obſervance tend your Patient; 
The Loſs of my Heir Male lyes now a bleeding, 
Enter Mentivole. 
And think what Payment his Recovery 
Shall ſhow'r upon you, | 
Of all Men breathing. ¶ Exeunt Phyſician and Swge9! 
| W hetctore 
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Wherefore do you arrive here? Are you mad? 
My Injury begins to bleed afreſh 
At fight of you; why this Affront of yours 
] receive more malicious than the other. 
Your Hurt was only Danger to my Son, - 
But your Sight to me is Death : Why come you hither ? 
Do you come to view the Wounds which you have made, 
And glory in them? 1 
Ment. Rather, worthy Sir, to pour Oyl into them. 
Alber. 1 am a Soldier, Sir, 
Leaſt part of a Courtier, and underſtand 
By your ſmooth Oil, | 
Your preſent latte 
Ment. Sir, for my Father's ſake acknowledge me 
To be born a Gentleman, no Slave; Jever 
Held Flatterers of that Breed; do not miſconſirue, 
In your Diſtaſte of me, the true Intent 
Of my coming hither, for 1 do proteſt 
I do not come to tell you I am ſorry 
For your Son's Hurt. | 
Alber. Not ſorry? | 
Ment. No, not ſorry; I have to the loweſt Ebb loft 
But I muſtnor loſe my Honeſty : Twas he (all my Fury, 
Gave Heat unto the Injury, which return'd 
(Like a Petar, ill lighted, into th' Boſome 
Of him, gave Fire to't) yet l hope his Hurt 
Is not ſo dangerous, but he may recover: 
When if it pleaſe him, call me to Account 
For the Loſs of ſo much Blood, I ſhall be read) 
To do him noble Reaſon. (̃ fidence. 
Alber. You are arm'd methinks with wondrous Con- 
Ment, O, with the beſt, Sir; 
For | bring Penitence, and Satisfaction. 


You were not ſorry for his Wounds. 

Ment, Nor am I: The Sat 'sfaction which 1 bring, 

You are a Gentleman neer injurd me; (Sir, is to you- 

One ever lov'd my Father, the right way, 

And moſt approv'd of noble Amity. 

Yet I have run my Sword quite through your Heart, 
B 3 5 And 


Alber. Satisfaction? Why 1 heard you ſay but now, 
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And ſlightly hurt your Son; for't may be fear'd, 
A Griet ta'en at theſe Years for your Son's Loſs, 
May hazard yours: And therefore I am ſent 
By him that has moſt intereſt in your Sorrow, 
Who having chid me almoſt to the Ruin 
Of a Diſheritance, for violating 
So continu'd and ſo ſacred a Friendſhi 
Of fifty Winters ſtanding ; ſuch a Friendſhip, 
That ever did continue like the Spring, 
Ne'er ſaw the fall o'th* Leaf; by him I am ſent 
To ſay the Wrong I have done, Sir, is to you, 
And that I have quite loſt him for a Father, 
Until I find your Pardon; nay, there follows 
A weightier Deprivation: His Eſtate 
I could with a leſs Number of Sighs part with. 
Fortune might attend my Youth, and my Deſervings 
In any Climate; but a Father's Bleſſing, 
To ſettle and confirm that Fortune, no where, 
But only here. Your Pardon, give me that; 
Ard when you have done, kill me; for 'tis that 
Takes from me the Effect of Excommunication ; 
A Father's heavy Curſe. 95 
Aller. Nay, may that Curſe 
Light on himſelf, for ſending thee in this Minute, 
When I am grown as deaf to all Compaſſion, 
As the cruelleſt Sea-fight, or moſt horrid Tempeſt. 
That I had drown'd i'ch' Sea a thouſand Duckets, 
Thou hadſt not made this Viſit; raſh young Man, 
That tak'ſt me in an ill Planer, and haſt Cauſe 
To curle thy Father; for I do proteſt, 
If 1 had met thee in any part o'th' World, 
But under my own Roof, I would have kill'd thce. 
Within rd 1 80 . 11 
Enter Phyſician, Surgeon, and Servants. 
Look you! 1 1 f MMaſter. 
Here's a Triumph ſent for the Death of your young 
Ser. Shall we kill him? | 
Alber. No, I'll not be ſo unhoſpitable ; but, Sir, 
By my Life, I vow to take Aſſurance from you, 
That right Hand never more ſhall ſtrike my Son. 
Alunt. That will be cafily proteſted. — — Alber. 
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Alber. Not eaſily, when it muſt be exacted, and a 
bloody Seal to't. 
Bind him, and cut off's right Hand preſently: 
Fair words ſhall never fatisfie foul decds. 
Chop's Hand off. 5 1 (nour. 
Ment. You cannot be ſo unrightcous to your own Ho- 
Phy. O Sir, collect your ſeit; * N 
And recall your bloody purpoſe. N 
Alber. My intents of this nature do ever come to action. 

Surg. Then J muſt fetch another ſtickler. I[Exit. 

Alber. Vet I do grieve at Heart; 
And I do curſe thy Father heartily, 

That's the cauſe of my Diſhonour ; ſending thee 

In ſuch an hour, when I am apt for miichict: 

Apt as a Dutchman after a Sea-fight, | 
When his Enemy kneels afore him; come, diſpatch. 

Phy. Intreat him, noble Sir. 

Ment. You ſhall excuſe me; ft 
Whatſoever he dares do, that I dare ſuffer. 

Enter Ceſario, and Surgeon. 

Ceſa. Oh Sir, for Honours ſake ſtay your foul pur, olc, 
For if you do proceed thus cruelly, i 
There is no queſtion in the Wound you give him, 

I ſhall bleed to death for't. 

Alber. Thou art not of my Temper, 
What I purpoſe, cannot be alter'd. 

Serv. Sir, the Duke | N 
With all ſpeed expects you. You muſt inſtantly 
Ship all your Followers, and to Sea. 

Alber. My Bleſſing ſtay with thee upon this condition, 

Take away his uſe of fighting; as thou hop ſt 
To be accounted for my Son, perform't. | Exit, 

Ceſa. You hear what I am injoyn'd to. - 

Ment. Pray thee take it ; 

Only this Ring, this beſt eſteem'd Jewel, 
I will not give't to th' Hangman chops it off; 
It is roo dear a Relick. IH remove it nearer my Heart. 

Ceſa. Ha, that Ring's my Siſter's. 

The Ring 1 enjoin'd her never part withal 
Without my knowledge; come, Sir, we arc Friends; 
B 4 Pardon 
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Pardon my Father's heat, and melancholy; 
Two violent Fevers which he caught at Sea, 
And cannot yet ſhake off: Only one Promiſe 
| I muſt injoyn you to, and ſeriouſly. 
| Hereafter you ſhall never draw a Sword 
To the prejudice of my Life. 
Ment. By my beſt hopes I ſhall not. 
Ceſa. I pray deliver me your Sword 
On that condition. at us: 
Ment. I ſhall, Sir, may it hereafter 
Ever fight on your part, 
 .  Ceſa. Noble Sir, I thank you; 
But for p:rformance of your Vow, I intreat 
Some Gage from you. 
Ment. Any, Sir. - 
Ceſa. Deliver me that Ring. 
Ment. Ha, this Ring? indeed this Jewel binds me, 
If you knew the vertue of it, never more 
To draw my Sword againſt you. 
Ceſa. Therefore I will have it. 
Ment. You may not. 
Ceſa. Come, you muſt : 
] that by violence could take your hand, 
Can inforce this from you; this is a Token, Sir, 
That we may prove Friends hereafter. Fare you well. 
Phy. Why did you ſeize his Sword, Sir? 
Ceſa. To perform what my Father bad me, 
J have for the preſent ta'en away his 
Uſe of fighting. 
Phy. Better ſo, 
Than take that which your Father meant. | 
[Exeunt,” Manet Mentivole. 
Ment, Was ever the like Uſage? O that Ring! 
Dearer than Life, whither is Honour fled? 
Ceſario, thou art unmanly in each part, | 
To ſeize my Sword firſt, and then ſplit my Heart. Exil. 
Ener Hoſt and Clown. ; 
H jt. Thy Maſter that lodges here in my Oferia, 
Is a rare Man of Art, they fay he's a Witch. 


— 


Clown. 
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Clmn. A Witch? Nay, he's one ſtep of the Ladder to 
Pre erment higher, he is a Conjurer. 

Hoſt. Is that his higher Title? 

Cl;wn, Yes, I aſſure you, for a Conjurer is the Devil's 
Maſter, and commands him ; whereas a Witch is the 
Devil's Prentice, and obeys him. 

Ht. Bound Prentice to the Devil! 

Clown, Bound and inroll'd Iafſuie you, he cannot tart ; 
and therefore I would never with any Gentleman to turn 
Witch. As 

Hot. Why, Man? | 

Clown. Oh he loſes his Gentility by it, the Devil in 
this caſe cannot help him, he muſt go to the Herald for 
new Arms, belicve it. 

Hoſt As I am true Inn-keeper, yet a Gentleman born, 
II ne'er turn Witch for that trick; 

And thou haſt been a great Traveller? 

Clown, No indeed, not I, Sir. 

Hojt. Come, you are modeſt. 

Clown. No, I am not mo eſt, for I told you a lye, 
- you might the better underſtand I have been a Tra- 
veller. | 

Hoſt. So, Sir, they ſay your Maſter is a great Phyſician 
to0. | 

Clown, He was no Fool told you that, I aſſure you. 

Hoſt, And you have been in England? but they ſay, 
Ladies in England take a great deal of Phy ſick. 

Clown. Both ways, on my Reputation. 

Hoſt. So tis to be underſtood : 15 
But they ſay Ladies there take Phyſick for faſhion. 

Clown, Ves, Sir, and many times dye to keep fathion. 

Hoſt. How ? dye to keep faſhion! 

Clown, Yes, I have known a Lady ſick of the Small 
Pox, only ep her Face from Pit-holes, take cold, 
ſtrike them in again, kick up the heels, and vaniſh, 

Hoſt, There was kicking up the Heels with a witneſs. 

Clown. No, Sir; I confeſs a good Face has many times 


been the Motive to the kicking up of the Heels with a 


Witneſs; but this was not. 


Enter 
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x Enter Hoſteſs and Bianca. 
Hoſt. Here comes my Wife and Daughter. 
Clown. You have a pretty Commodity of this Niphy. 
worm. 
Hoſt. Why, Man? 
Clown. She is a pretty Lure to draw Cuſtom to you 
Ordinary. 
Hoſt. Doſt think I keep her to that purpoſe? 
| Clown. When a Dove-houſe is empty, there is Cumin- 
ſeed uſed to purloin from the reſt of the Neighbours; 
in England you have ſeveral Adamants, to draw in Spur; 
and Rapiersz one keeps Silk-worms ina Gallery: A Mil. 
liner has choice of Monkies and Paraketoes ; another 
ſhews bawdy Eaſt-Indian Pictures, worſe than ever were 
Aretine's ; a Goldſmith keeps his Wife wedged into his 
Shop like a Mermaid, nothing of her to be ſcen (that's 
Woman) but her upper part. 

Hoſt. Nothing but her upper part? 

Clown. Nothing but her upper Bodies, and he lives at 

the more Hearts caſe. 

Hoſt. W hat's the Reaſon? 

Clown. Becauſe her nether Part can give no Temprati- 
on; by your leave, Sir, Pl tend my Maſter, and inſtant- 
ly be with you for a Cup of Cherally this hot weather. 

Hoſt. A nimble-pated Raſeal. Come hither Daughter, 
When was Ceſario here? 

Bian. Sir, not this Fortnight. 

Hoft. 1 do not like his Viſits, commonly 
He comes by Owl-light, both the time and manner 
Is ſuſpicious; I do not like it. 

Bian. Sir, the Gentleman 
Ts every way ſo noble, that you need not 
Queſtion his intent of coming, though you did; 
Pray Sir preſerve that good Opinion of me, | 
That though the Cuſtom of the Place I was born in 
Makes me familiar to every Gueſt, 5 
1 ſhall in all things keep my ſelf a Stranger 
To the Vices they bring with them. 

Hoſteſs. Right wy Daughter: 
dhe has the right ſtrain of her Mother. 
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Hiſt. Of her Mothers p 
And I would ſpeak, I know from whence ſhe took it; 
| When I was as young, I was as honeſt. 

Hoſteſs. Leave your prating, | (over. 
And ſtudy to be drunk; and abuſe your Gueſts over and 

Enter Foroboſco and Clown. 

Hoſt. Peace, Wife. My honourable Gueſt. 

| Foro, My indear'd Landlord ? 

And the reſt o'th* complements o'th' Houſe. 

| Hiſt, Breakfaſt is ready, Sir, 

lt waits only the tide of your Stomgch. 

= Clown. And mine gapes for't like a ſtale Oyſter. 
8 Eer you go to Bed, fail not of that, | pray. 

E:  [Exeunt all but Foroboſco, and Clown. 
= Foro. We will inſtantly be with you; 

& Now we are all Fellows. 

Nine a Clock, and no Clyents come 

Yet, ſure thou doſt not ſet up Bills enough, 

Clown. I have ſet up Bills in abundance. 

Foro. What Bills? 
= Clown. Marry for curing of all Diſcaſcs, 

& Recovery of ſtol'n Goods, 
= And a thouſand ſuch Impoſſibilities. 
& Foro, The place is unlucky. 

Clown. No certain, tis ſcarcity of Mony; do not you 
hear the Lawyers complain of it? Men have as much Ma- 
lice as ever they had to wrangle, but they have no Mony: 
Whither ſhould this Mony be travell'd? 

Foro, To the Devil, I think. 

Clown, *Tis with his Cofferer J am certain, that's the 
Uſurer. ; | = 

Foro. Our cheating does not proſper ſo well as it was 
wont to do. | | 

Clown, No ſure, why in England we cou'd cozen em as 
familiarly, as if we had travell'd with a Brief, or a Lottery. 

Foro, P'th' Low-countries we did pretty well. 

Clown, So ſo: as long as we kept the Mop-headed But- 
ter-boxes ſober; marry when they were drunk, then they 
grew Buzzards: You ſhould have them reel their Heads 
together, and deliberate; your Durehman indeed, when 

| 4 2 
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he is foxt, is like a Fox; for when he's ſunk in Drin 
quite Earth to a Man's thinking, tis full Exchange time 
with him, then he's ſubtleſt; but your Switzer, tag 
nothing to cheat him. | 
Poro. Nothing? 

Clown. No, nor Conſcience to be made of it; for ſince 
Nature afore- hand cozen'd him of his Wit, 't was the lc; 
ſin for us to cozen him of his Mony. 1 55 

Foro. But theſe Italians are more nimble- pated, we muſt 
have ſome new Trick for them; I proteſt but that our 
Hoſteſs's Daughter is a ſweet Laſs, and draws great Reſort 
to th* Houſe, we were as good draw Teeth a Horſcback. 

Clown. I told em in the Market-place youcould conjure, 
and no body would believe me; but er long will make 
em believe you can conjure with ſuch a figuary. 

Foro. What Language ſhall's conjure in ? High Dutch 
I think, that's full Yth* Mouth. 
Clown. No, no, Spaniſh, that roars beſt, and will ap- 
ear more dreadful. 

Foro, Prethee tell me thy Conceit thou haſt to gull them, 

Clown. No, no, I will nor ſteal it; but my dear Jews- 
tramp, for thou art by my Inſtrument, Iam the Plotter, 
and when we have cozen'd em mot titely, thou ſhalt teal 
away the Inn-keeper's Daughter, I'll provide my ſelf of 
another Moveable; and we will moſt purely retire our 
ſelves to Geneva. 

Foro. Thou art the Compaſs I ſa il by. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Baptiſta and Mentivole. ” 

Bapt. Was ever Expectation of ſo noble 

A Requital anſwered with ſuch Contumely ! 
A wild Numidian, that had ſuck'd a Tigreſs, 
Would not have been ſo barbarous ; did he threat 
To cut thy Hand off? 
Ment. Ves, Sir, and his Slaves were ready to perform. 

Bapt. What hinder'd it? 

Ment. Only his Son's Intreaty. 

Bapt. Noble Youth, 

I with thou wert not of his Blood; thy Pity 
Gives me a hope thou art not. Mt : "3 
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Ment. You miſtake, Sir, ET 
The Injury that follow'd from the Son, 
Was worſe than the Father's ; he did firſt diſarm 
And took from me a Jewel, which I prize 
Above my Hand or Life. 
Bap. Take thy Sword from thee ? 
He ſtole it like a Thief rather, he could not 
th? Field deprive thee of it. 
Ment. He took it trom me, 


| And ſent me forth ſo thin, and ſo unmade up, 
As if 1 had been a Foot-boy. 


Bap. O my Fury ! 


I muſt now ask thee forgiveneſs, that my Raſhneſs, 
| Bred out of too much Friendſhip, did expoſe thee 


To ſo eminent a danger; which | vow 
| will revenge on the whole Family: 


4 All the Calamities of my whole Lite, 
| My Baniſhment from Genoa, my Wife's loſs, 
| Compar*d to this Indignity, is nothing; 


Their Family ſhall repair't ; it ſhall be to them 
Like a Plague, when the Dog-Star reigns moſt hot : 


An Tralian's Revenge may pauſe, but's ne'cr forgot. [ Exit. 


Ment. I would 1 had conceald this from my Father, 


For my Intereſt in Clariſa ; my care now 


Muſt be to untangle this Diviſion, 
That our moſt equal Flames may be united; 


| And from theſe various and perturbed Streams, 
| Riſe, like a ſweer Morn, after terrible Dreams [ Exit. 


Enter Clariſſa and Ceſario. 5 
Cla. Brother, I am happy in your Recovery, 


- 


Ceſ. And I, Siſter, am ever beſt plealed in your Hap- 


} | But | miſs a Toy ſhould be on your Finger. (pineſs: 


Cla. My Ring; this Morning when 1 waſh'd 


put it off, tis in my Window. 


mY 


Ceſa. Where's your Looking-glaſs ? 
Ceſa. Here, Sir. | 
Ceſa, *Tis a fair one. 
Cla. *Tis pure Cry ſta]. 3 | 
 Ceſa. Can a Diamond cut in Cryſtal? let me ſee, 
Ill grave my Name in't. / 
Ca. 


Your Chryſtal is too brittle. 
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Cla. Oh, you'll ſpoil my Glaſs. 
Would you not have your Brother in your Eye? 
Cæſa. L had thought he had been planted in your Hear 
Look you, the Diamonds cut quaintly, you are coten, 


Cla. Tis the Ring 

I gave unto Mentivole, ſure the ſame. 

You put me to Amaz<ment, Sir, and Horror; 

How came you by that Ring? 

Ceſa. Does the Blood riſe ? 
Ca. Pray Sir reſolve me, O for pity do, 

And take from me a trembling at the Heart, 

Thar elſe will killme; for 1 too much fear 

Nothing but Death could raviſſ it from his Hand 

That wore it. 
Ceſa. Was it given to Mentivole on that Condion? 
Cla. Tell me of his Health' firſt, 

And then I'll tell you any thing. 
Ceſa. By my Life he's well, 

In better Health than I am. 7 
Cla. Then it was, Sir. 
Ceſa, Then ſhall lever hate thee. Oh thou falſe one, 

Haſt thou a Faith to give unto a Friend, 

And break it to a Brother? Did I not, 

By all the ties of Blood, importune thee 

Never to part with it without my Knowledge? 

Thou mighr'ſt have given it to a Muleteer. 

And made a Contract with him in a Stable, 

At as cheap a price of my Vengeance: Never more 

Shall a Woman's Truſt beguile me; Youare all 

Like Relicks : You may well be look'd upon, 

But come a Man to'th* handling of you once, 

You fall in pieces. Fj 
Cla. Dear Sir, I have no way TE 

Look'd either beneath Reaſon, or my ſelf, 

In my Election; there's Parity in our Blood, 

And in our Fortunes, ancient Amit 

Betwixt our Parents; to which wants nothing, 

But the Fruit of bleſt Marriage between us, 

To add to their Poſterities: Nor does now 


Any 
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Any Impeachment riſe, except the fad 
And unexpected Quarrel, which divided 
% noble and ſo excellent a Friendſhip, 
Which as I ne'er had Magick to foreſee, 
so I could not prevent. 

Cſa. Well, you muſt give me leave 
To have a hand in your diſpoſing 3 I ſhall, 
In the abſence of my Father, be your Guardian; 
His Suit muſt paſs through my Office. Mentivole, 
He has too much of my Blood already ; he has, 
And he gets no more of t—— 
Wherefore weep you, Mother ? 
Enter Mariana and a Sailor. 
Mar. *Tis occaſion'd by a Sorrow, 3 
Wherein you have a Child's part, and the maineſt, 
Your Father's dead. 
Ceſa. Dead? 
Mor, There's one can relate the reſt. 
Sail. 1 can, Sir; your Father's drown'd, 
Moſt unfortunately drown'd. < 
Ceſa. How ? In a Tempeſt? 
Sail. No, Sir, in a Calm, 
Cum as this Evening; the Gunner being drunk, 
Forgot to faſten the Ordnance to their Ports, 


All to the Starboard fide, o erturn'd the Ship, 
And ſunk her ina Moment; ſome ſix Men 

Thar were upon the Deck were ſav d; the reſt 
Periſh'd with your Father. 


Ceſa. I pray thee leave us. FR, 

Mar. I have a Sorrow of another Nature equal to 
the former. 

_ Ceſa. And moſt commonly they come together. 
Mar. The Family of the Baptiſt: 8 


Ot the Injury late offer'd in my Houſe, ; 
Have vow'd a moſt ſevere and fell Revenge 
Gainſt all our Family, but eſpecially 
Gainſt you, my dear Ceſario. 


22 


When came a ſudden Guſt, which tumbled them 44 ; 


Cla. O my deareſt Father . Ef 


Are grown to Faction, and upon diſtaſte | Wi 
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Ceſa. Let them threat, I'm prepar'd to oppoſe | 
9 8 And is your Loſs thes N * 
Of ſo eaſie an Eſtimation? What Comfort 
Havel but in your Life, and your late Danger 
Preſents afore me what I am to ſuffer, 
Should you miſcarry; therefore l'Il adviſe you, 
When the Funeral is over, you would Travel; 
Both to prevent their Fury, and wear out th Injury. 
Ceſa. No Mother, I will not Travel, 
So in my Abſence he may marry my Siſter, 


I will not Travel certain. 
Mar. O my Ceſario, 
Whom I reſpect and love *bove my own Life, 
Indeed with a kind of Dotage, he ſhall never 
Go forth o' Doors, but the contrary Faction 
Will indinger's Life, and then am I moſt wretched, 
JI am thinking of a ſtrange Prevention, 
Which I ſhall witneſs with a bleeding Eye, 
Fondneſs ſometimes is worſe than Cruelty.— [| Exe, 


A C II. SCENE I. 


Enter Hoſt, Hoſteſs and Bianca. 


Hat. Hunted my Houſe is haunted with Goblins. | 
ſhall be frighted out of my Wits, and ſet up a 
14 ſign only to invite Carriers and Foot-poſts; Scar-crows 
1 to keep off the Cavalry, and Gentry of the beſt rank. 
\ will nail up my Doors, and wall up my Girl (Wife) 
ir like an Anchoreſs; or ſhe will be raviſh'd before our 
Faces by Raſcals and Cacafugo's (Wife) Cacafugo's. 
wal Hoſteſs. Theſe are your In- comes, remember your ow 
nl . | Proverb, the favour of every Gain ſmelt ſweet; thank | 
' "8 no body but your ſelf for this trouble. = 
. "8 Hoſt. No gauling (dear Spouſe) no gauling, every Days Wl 
new vexation abates c inches in the Waſte, terrible 
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Penance for an Hoſt, Girl, Girl, Girl, which of alchi, 
gally-maufry of Mans fleſh appears tolerable to thy a | 
| ' þ EAKy 
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Muſt and will; hear ye that? 

| Bian. Sir, be not jealous of my Care and Duty; 
I am ſo far from entertaining Thoughts 

Of Liberty, that much more excellent Objects 
Than any of ſuch courſe Contents as theſe are, 
Could not betray mine Eye to force mine Heart 
Conceive a Wiſh, of any dearer Happineſs 

Than your Direction warrants. I am yours, Sir. 


ſtrange at thirteen ? 
Hoſt. Very good Words, there's a Tang in 'em, and 


Let us a little examine the ſeveral Conditions of our 
Parapraphiſtical Suirors. The firſt, a travelling Tatlor, 
who by the Myſtery of his Needle and Thimble hath 
ſurvey'd the Faſhions of the French, and Engliſh; this 
Signior Ginger-bread, ſtitch'd up in the Shreds of a 
gaudy Ourſide, ſows Linings with his croſs-leg'd Com- 


mud crouches, and kiſſes his Fore-finger. 
= Hoſteſs. Out upon him. 
Hoſt. A ſecond, a Lavolteteere, a Saltatory, a Dancer 


«1mas to foot it, has miraculouſly purchas'd a ribanded 
= Waſte-coat, and four clean Pair of Socks: A Fellow 
bat skips as he walks, and inſtead of ſenſible Diſcourſe, 
Vents the curious Conceit of ſome new Tune ſtolen 


of a Lady's Chamber; in that File ſtands another of 
your Inamoratoes. 
Hoſteſs. Hang him and his Fiddle together, he never 
fidles any Child of ours. 
E lian; this Puppy, being left well eſtated, comes to Florence, 
WY fat the World may take notice, how impoſſible it is for 
Experience to alter the Courſe of Nature; a Fool, Waite, 
and indeed, a Clown turn'd Gallant, ſeldom or never proves 
ther than a gallant Fool, this Toy prates to little purpoſe 
nber than What's a Clock? Shall's go drink? D' ye ſor- 
both? and Thank ye heartily; 1 ſcar no Art in him to 


ſpeak ſhortly, and ſpeak truly: I muſt and will know. 
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Hoſteſs. What thinks the Man now? Is not this 


plement, like an Ape doing Tricks over a Staff, cringes, 


3 with a Kit at his Bum ; one that, by teaching great Ma- 
3 a Mask, or a bawdy Ditty, elevated for the Pole Artick © 


He/?. The third, aMongrel, got by a Switzer on an ITta- 
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a ſweet one, tis Muſick, Wife, and now I come t' ye. 
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catch thee, and yet we muſt be tormented with thi 
Buzzard amongſt the reſt. . 
Hoſteſs. Tis your own Folly; forbid him the Rouſe 
Heft. The fourth a Mule driver, a ſtubborn and a ha 
Knave; the fitth a School-Maſter, a very amorous be. 
dant, run almoſt mad with Study of Sonnets, and Con. 
plements of old Play- ends; the laſt an Advocate's Cler: 
that ſpeaks pure Fuſtian in Law-Terms; excellent Cour. 
tiers all, and all as neat as a Magnifico's Polt new painted 
at his Entrance to an Office; thou ſhalt have none d 
em. Laugh at 'em, do. I ſay thou ſhalt have noneof'en, 
Bian. Still your Command to me ſhall ſtand a Lay, 
Hoſt Now they throng like ſo many Horſe-Courſers at 
a Fair, in Cluſters about the Man of Art, for Love Pov. 
ders, Ingredients, Potions, Counſels, Poſtures, Comple. 
ments, Philters, the Devil and the How now ! 
Tumults, Batterics, Noiſe? Ha, get from my Sight. 
N Clown cries withiy, 
Enter Foroboſco, and Clown with his Head bloody 
Zlown. Murther me, do, pound me to Mummy, de; 
{ee what will come on't. 
Foro. Dog, leave thy ſnarling, or I'll cut thy Tongue out, 
Thou unlickt Bear, dar'ſt thou yet ſtand my Fury, 
My generous Rage? Yet! by the ſulphurous Damps 
That feed the hungry and inceſſant Darkneſs, 
Which curls around the grim Alaſtor's Back, 
Mutter again, and with one powerful Word 
I'll call an Hoſt up from the Szygian Lakes, 
Shall waft thee to the Acheronticꝶ Fens, 
Where choak'd with Miſts as black as thy Impoſtuits 
| halt live {till a dying. | 
Clown Conjure me to the Devil and you can, | live 
In Hell upon Earth already, and you had any Mercy, o 
would not practiſe upon a kind Heart thus. 
Hoſt. You have drawn Blood from him, Signior, 

| his Offence unpardo nable? | 
Foro. A Lump of Ignorance, pray ſpeak not for him 
A drowſie Groſsneſs, in all Chriſtian Kingdoms, 
The mention of my Art, my Name, my Practice, F? 
Merit and Glory hath begot at once _ 'Y 
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Delight and Wonder; l not be intreated, 

Spare Interceſſion for him, O thou Scorn 
Of Learning, ſhame of Duty; muſt thy Sloth 
Drau my juſt Fame in Queſtion? I diſcharge thee 
rom my Service; ſee me no more henceforth. 

E Clown. Diſcharge me! Is that my Year's Wages? 
Ji! not be ſo anſwer'd. 


Hero. Not, Camel? Sirrah I am liberal to thee; 


be -- 


A 
=. 


EThou haſt thy Life, be gone. 

E Clows, Vengeance, ſweet Vengeance. 

Foro. D'ye mumble? | 

= Clown, I'll be reveng'd, monſtrouſly, ſuddenly, and 
inſatiably: My Bulk begins to ſwell. 


3 


eo. Homotolenton, Pragmatophoros, Helioſtycorax. 
chan. Call up your Spirits, I defie 'em; well, I'll 
bare Law for my broken Pate, twelve Ounces of pure 
Flood, Troy-weight. In deſpite of thee my Maſter, and 
y Maſter the grand Devil himſelf, e 
AY vit. 
E Hoſt. Signior, you are exceeding mov'd. (talk'ſt? 
= Hoſteſs, Mercy upon us, what terrible Words thou 
= Fo. A Slave, a Cur 
Joung Virgin, *twere an Injury to Swcetnels - 

3 any rough Sound draw from your Cheeks 

The precious TinCture, which makes Nature proud 
ol her own Workmanſhip, 

. Het. Wife, mark, mark that Wife. 

Dian. Shake then your Anger off, Sir. 

B Foro, You command it | 

Hur one, mine Hoſt and Hoſteſs, with your Leaves 
have a Motion jointly to you all. 

= Hoſteſs. An honeſt one, I hope. 

Hg. Well put in, Wife. 0 

FH. A very neceſſary one; the Meſ; 

4 half of Suitors, that attend to uſher 

cir Loves Sir-reverence to your Daughter, wait 

BY ith one Conſent, which can beſt pleaſe her Eye; 
offering at a Dance, I have provided 

Blick, And 'twill be ſomething, I dare promiſe, 

BY erthy your Laughter, Shall they have Admittance? 
15 G4 Hoſt. 
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But be not you afrighted 
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Hoſt. By any Means, for I am perſuaded the Manner 
will be fo | . 
Ridiculous, that it will confirm the Aſſurance of their 
Miſerable Fooleries, but no longer trouble with 'em here, 

Than they are in theſe May-games. 
Foro. So I am reſolv'd. 
Hoſteſs. Nor any wiſe Word of ſenſeleſs Love. 
Foro. Not any; I have charm'd them; did you ſec 
How they prepar d themſelves? how they ſtroak up 
Their Foretops, how they juſtle for the Looking-Glak, 
To ſet their Faces by it; See they muſter. 
You would look for ſome moſt impoſſible Antick. 
Enter Tailor, Dancer, Mule-ariver, School-maſter, Clert; 
all with ſeveral Papers, and preſent them to Foroboſco. 
Ht. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, here flutter the Neſt of Hornets, 
the hotch-potch of Raſcality ; now, now, now, now, the 
Dunghil of Corruption hath yawn'd forth the Burthen of 
Ahomination. I am vext, vext to the Soul, will rid my 
Houſe of this unchriſten'd Fry, and never open my Door 
again. | 
Foro. Some other time, I'll give no Anſwer now, 
Bu! have preferred your Suits, here ſhew your Cunning 
Firſt, every one in order do his Honour 
To the fair Mark you {hoot at; courtly, courtly, 
Convey your ſeverai Loves in lively Meaſure , 
Come, let us take our Scats, ſome {p:i2htly Muſick, 
Hoſt. Dance all and part, 'tis a very neceſſ>ry Farcwel 
They all make ridiculous Congees to Blanca, rank them: 
ſelves and dance in ſeveral Poſtures; during the Dance, 
Enter Ceſario, and ſtands off. RR 
Hot. Well done my luſty Bloods, preciſely well dont 
One luſty Rouſe of Wine, and take leave on all Sides 
Ceſa. Thanks for your Revels, Gentl: man; accept 
This Gold, and drink as freely as you danc'd. | 
Hoft. My noble Lord Ceſario! clearthe Rooms, 91 
Foro. Away; attend your Anſwers. 


. Exeune Foro and thoſe that duc 
Ceſa. With your Favour, Rolando, 1 would change: 
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GEES FR . 
8 n l 

o 4 rho rt; 
SI 228 __ — 


The Fair Maid of the Im. 3489 


Hiſt. At your Lordſhip's Pleaſure z come Wife, na 
uttering, have a care Girl, my Love, Service and Du- 
to your good Lordſhip. [ Exeunt Hoſt and Hoſteſs. 
/  Ceſa. My often Viſits, ſweet Bianca, cannot 

© But conſtantly inform thy Judgment, wherein 

Thy Happineſs conſiſts; ior to ſteal Minutes 

From great Employments, to converſe with Beauty, 
Lodg'd in ſo mean a Fortune, to lay by 

E Conſideration of the unequal Diſtance 

Between my Blood and thine, to ſhun Occaſions 

Of Courtſhip with the Ladics of the time, 

Noble, and fair, only for Love to thee, 

E Muſt of neceſſity invite a Tenderneſs, 

As low as Nature could have ſtampt a Bondwoman's, 
W To cntertain quick Motions of rare Gratitude 

For my uncommon Favours. 

= Bian, Deed, my Lord, as far as my Simplicity can lead 
freely thank your Courteſies. (me, 


3 
3 
3 


never yet receiv'd a Pair of Gloves, 
A trifling Ring from any that expected 
An equa] Satisfaction, but as willingly _ 
I parted with the Gift unto the Owner, as he beſtow'd it, 
. Ceſa. But I pour before thee 
Such Plenties, as it lyes not in the Ability 

Of thy whole Kindred, to return proportionable 
oOne {or a thouſand. 2 : 

= Brian. You, my Lord, conclu 
or my Inſtruction, to ingage a Debt 2 
Beyond a Poſſibility of Payment, 
lever thought a Sin; and therefore juſtly, 
Without Conceit of Scorn, or curious Rudeneſs, 


+ 2 
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5 I muſt refuſe your Bounty. 

By C2. Canſt thou love? | 

Ban, Love! Is there ſuch a Word in any Language 
hat carries honeſt Senſe? f 
. Never dwelt Ignorance 

n fo ſweet ſhap'd a Building : Love, Bianca, 


C3 is 


Fu * 


— 
©" 


—_ 4 

rr 

2 
- — — 

ä—P— - - —_— 


- pots 1 mnt homme —ç— ů > ng ons ro —_ 
ies Þ a 


ITT „ W 
- ; — x A 
—_ _— 7 —.— 
nn Pa, AG + oY q 7 
> {4 5 4 A 
— — — — — ly Roe P andy 
— — — * — ” * * * : 
N * ” D e ae 
5 - » *, — £ 7. < i tes 7 — 
— 7 "EIS g 9 8 _— 52 . 
+ 47 „ 


2 . 2 - 
2 nyt * pn a 
1 N N 
— 
2 


r 


4 
13 * = 
: —_ 


—_ 
— 
. 
; — 
— 
3 — 


— wo warty I OT _—_— 
0 2 x : : 4 2 
eg ee 
— — 
— — 
— — —_—_ 


b ͤ ² en er innate. 
es Rf <2 - LIES — * —— 0 - 
we x 


IE IE” —— 


— 


WEE LS oc 4 
22 ö Ez 


FOE wm OY ny -- os 


— — 


— —ͤ—ö 


— 
— — 


3 . .. 1 A ow 4 Hm 
"I : : — Sos IN 


— . 
— — r 
— — — . 


. _— 
with — 
rern e — 
"1 7 WEE 
8 Sr 


to Gra ors 
44 2 a 
— * at 
— a . 
* — = ” 


” — = a> 2 
rae ů — — ound 
rom 4 N 
2 * Geyer 


2 ů — 
r 
* 2 © 


— ——— 2 II 


— 

EATS 

S 
3 — — 8 


* 
5 gt 


. 6——— 
— " 
* 
4 a > 3 
— — 3 2 
— — — I 
hg bo rr mes > 


— 
* *. 


- bowed nb, i, hr 2 ar rr 
9 8 


PR l 2 
2 * yore Ny 
ve 5 9 

TY * 


3490 The Fair Maid of the Inn. 


Is that firm Knot which ties two Hearts in one 
Shall ours be ty'd ſo? 


Bian. Uſe a plainer Word, 
My Lord. Inſtead of Ties, ſay marries Hearts, 


Then I may underſtand. 
Ceſa. Their Hearts are marry'd, 
W hole interchange of Pleaſures, and Embraces, 
Soft Kiſſes, and the Privacies of Sweets, 
Keeps conſtant League together, when Temptation 
Ot great Mens Oaths and Gifts ſhall urge Contempt, 
Rather than batter Reſolution. Novelt 
Ot Sights, or taſte of new Delights in Wantonneß, 
Breeds Surfeit more than Appetite in any 2 
Reſerv'd to noble Vows; my excellent 'Maid, 
Live thou but true to me, and my Contents, 
Mine only, that no Partner may partake 
The Treafure of thoſe Sweets thy Youth yet glories in, 
And I will raite thy Lownels to abundance 
Of all Varicties, and more Triumph 
In ſuch a Miſtreſs, than great Princes doating F- 
On truth-betraying Wives. I 
Bian. Thus to yield up then 
The Cottage of my Virtue, to be ſwallow'd 


By ſome hard-nceighbouring Landlord, ſuch as you arc, 
Is in effect to love. A Lord ſo vicious! 


O where {hall Innocence find ſome poor dwelling, 
Free from Tempration's 1 yranny ? | 
Ceſa. Nay prethee. . 
Bian. Gay Cloaths, high feeding, eaſty Beds of Lu 
Change of unſcemly Sights, with baſe Diſcourſe, 
Draw Curſes on your Palaces; for my Part, 
This I will be con firm'd in, I will eat 
The Bread of Labour, know no other Reſt 
Than what is earn'd from honeſt Pains, c' er once moe 
Lend ear to your vile Toils: Sir, would you wre 
As noble in Deſires, as I could be in knowing Virtue. 
Pray do not afflict a poor Soul thus. 
Ceſa. I ſwear—to me — [Bianca ſteals o 
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Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. The Duke 
Preſence 


my Lord, commands your ſpec 
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For anſwering Grievances lately urg'd 
Againſt you by your Mother? a 

(eſa. By my Mother. 

Gent. The Court is near on ſitting. 

(eſa. J wait on it, Sir, | [ Event: 
Enter Duke, Magiſtrate, Secretary, Baptiſta, Artendants, 
Mentivole; (they fir) Mentivole ſtands by. 

Duke. What waſte of Blood, what Tumults, what Divi- 
What Outrages, what Uprores in a State, ( (ions, 
Factions, though iſſuing from mean Springs at firſt, 
Have (not reſtrain'd) flowed to, the {ad Example 
At Rome, between the Urins and Columni's: 

Nay, here at home, in Florence, tw ixt the Azers 
And the Bianchi, can too mainly witneſs. N 
I fit not at the Helm, my Lords, of Sovereignty 
Deputed Pilot for the Common- wealth, 
To ſleep while others ſteer, as their wild fancies 
Shall counſel, by the compals of diſorders. 
Baptiſta, this ſhort Preface is directed 
Chicfly to you; the petty Brawls and Quarrels 
Late urg'd betwixt th' Alberti and your Family, 
Muſt, yes, and ſhall, like tender unknit joints, 
Falten again together of themſelves: 
Or like an angry Surgeon, we will uſe 
be roughneſs of our Juſtice, to cut off 
Ihe ſtubborn rancour of the Limbs offending. 
= Lap. Mott gracious Florence. | 
Duke. Our Command was ſignified, 
Thar neither of the Followers of each Party 
Should appear here with Weapons. 
lap. Tis obey'd, Sir, on my ſide. 
Date. We muſt leave the general cauſe 
Ot State Employments, to give car to brawls 
= Ot ſome particular grudges, politick Government 
For tutor'd Princes, but no more hencetorth. 
Enter Mariana and Clariſſa at 9s Door, Ceſario 
| | at the other. | 
Our Frown ſhall check Preſumption, not our Clemency- 

Mar. all Bleſſings due to impartial Princes, 

Crown Florence with eternity of Happineſs. ED 
C 4 | | #7] ts 
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Deliver thoſe Agrievances, which latel 


Of Mpurning, Emblems of too dear Misfortunes, 


Already: I have bitterneſs to mingle 
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Ceſa. If double Prayers can double Bleſſings, great dit, 
Mine join for your Proſperity with my Mothers. 
Duke. Riſe both; now briefly, Lady, without cir- 
cumſtance, ä 


Your Importunity poſſeſt our Counſel 
Were fit for Audience, wherein you petition'd 
You might be heard without an Advocate, 
Which boon you find is granted. 

Mar. Though divided 


I ſtand between the Laws of Truth and Modeſty, 
Yer let my Griefs have vent: Vet the clearneſs 
Of ſtrange neceſſity requires Obedience 

To Nature and your viercy, in my Weeds 


Badges of Griefs, and Widowhood, the burthen 
Of my charg'd Soul, muſt be laid down before you; 
W herein, if ſtrict Opinion cancel Shame 
My trailty is my plea; . 
Stand forth young Man, 


And hear a Story that will ſtrike all Reaſon 
Into amazement. 


Ceſa, J attend. (Husbar. 


, 


Mar. Albertus, peace dwell upon his Aſhes, {till the 
Of my Remembrance and unchanging Vows, 
Has, by his Death, left to his Heir poſſeſſion 
Of fair Revenue, which this young Man claims 
As his Inheritance. 1 urg'd him gently, 
Friendly, and privately, to grant a partage 
Of this Eftate to her who owns it all, 

This his ſuppoſed Siſter. 
Bap. How? ſuppoſed? 
ceſa. Pray Madam recollect your ſelf. 
Mar. The reliſh 


Of a ſtrange Truth begins to work like Fhylick 


U 


With theſe Preparatives, fo deadly loathſome, 

It will quite choak Digeſtion; ſhortly hear ic 

Ceſario, for I dare not rob unjuſtly 

The poor Soul of his Name; this, this Ceſario —_ 
ei 
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Neither for Father had Albertus, me 
For Mother, nor Clariſſa for his Siſter. 
Cla. Mother, O Mother. 
Ment. 1 am in a Dream (ure. | 
Duke. No Interruptions, Lady, on. 
Mar. Miſtake not, 
Great Duke of Tuſcam, or the Beginning 
Or Proceſs of this Novelty; my Husband, 
The now deceas'd Albertus, from his Youth 
Inur'd to an Impatiency, and Roughneſs 
Of Diſpoſition, when not many Months 
After our Marriage were worn out, repin'd 
At the unfruitful Barrenneſs of Youth,  _ 
Which, as he pleas'd to term it, cut our Hopes © 
From blefling of ſome Iſſue; to prevent it 
grew ambitious of no fairer Honour 
Than to preſerve bis Love, and as Occaſions 
Still call'd him from me, ſtudy'd in his Abſence 
How I might frame his Welcome home with Comfort. 
At laſt I feign'd my ſelf with Child; rhe Meſſage 
Of Freedom, or Relief, to one half ſtarv'd | 
In Priſon, is not utter'd with ſuch Greedineſs 
Of Expectation, and Delight, as this was 
To my much affected Lord; his Care, his Goodneſs 
(Pardon me that I uſe the Word) excceded 
All former Fears; the Hour of my Deliverance, 
As I pretended, drawing near, I faſhion'd f 
My Birth-Rights at a Country Garden Houſe, 
Where then my Faulk'ner's Wife was brought a- bed 
Of this Ceſario; him I own'd for mine; 
Preſented him unto a joyful Father. 
Duke. Can you prove this true ? 
Mar. Proofs [ have moſt evident; | 
Put oh the Curſe of my Impatiency ; ſhortly, | 
Fer three new Moons had ſpent their borrow'd Lights, 
I grew with Child indeed, fo juſt is Heav'n, 
The Iſſue of which Burthen was this Daughter; 
Judge now moſt gracious Prince, my Lords and you, 
What Combars then, and fince, I have endur'd, 
= Between a Mother's Piety, and Weakneſs * | 
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Of a Soul trembling Wife; to have reveal'd 
This Secret to Alberto, had been danger 

Of ruin to my Fame, beſides the conflict 

Of his Diſtractions ; now to have ſuppreſs'd it, 
Were to defeat my Child, my only Child, 

Of her molt lawful Honours, and Inheritance. 
Ceſario, thou'rt a Man ſtill, Education 

Hath moulded thee a Gentleman, continue ſo; 
Let not this fall from Greatneis ſink thee lower 
Than worthy thoughts may warrant, yet diſclaim 
All Intereſt in Aiberto's Blood, thou haſt not 
One drop of his or mine. 5 

Duke. Produce your Witneſs. 

Mar, The Faulconer's Wife, his Mother, 
And ſuch Women as waited then upon me, 
Sworn to the Privacy of this great Secret. 

Duke. Give them all their Oaths. 

Ceſa. O let me crave forbearance, gracious Sir, 
Vouchſafe me hearing. 

Duke. Speak, Ceſario. 

Ceſa. Thus long ] 

I have ſtood filent, and with no unwillingneſs 
Attended the Relation of my Fall, 

From a fair expectation 3 what l fear'd 

(Since the firſt Sy]lable this Lady utter'd 

Of my not being hers) benevolent Fates 

Have eas'd me of; for to be baſely born, 

Is not baſe-born, detracts not from the Bounty 
Of Nature's freedom, or an honeſt Birth. 
Nobility claim'd by the right of Blood, 

Shews chiefly, that our Anceſtors deſir'd 

What we inherit; but that Man whoſe Actions 
Purchaſe a real Merit to himſelf, | 

And ranks him in the file of Praiſe and Honour, 
Creates his own advancement; let me want 
The fuel which heſt feeds the fires of Greatneſs, 
Lordly Poſſeſſions, yer ſhall ſtill my Gratitude 
By ſome attempts, of mention not unworthy, 
Endeavour to return a fit Acquaintance 

To that large debt I owe your Favours, Madam, 
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E Andihe a Widow, 


The Fair Maid of the Im. 3495 


And great Alberto's Memory and Goodnelis; 

O that 1 could as gently ſhake off Paſſion 

For the loſs of that great brave Man, as I can ſhake off 

Remembrance of that once I was reputed ; 

| have not much to ſay, this Princely Preſence 

Needs not too ſtrictly to examine farther 

The truth of this acknowledgment; a Mother 

Darcs never diſavow her only Son, 

And any Woman mult come ſhort of Piety, 

That can, or diſ-1nherit her own Ifſue, 

Or fears the Voice of Rumour for a Stranger. 

Madam, you have confeſs d, my Father was 

A Servant to your Lord and you: By intereſt 

Of being his Son, I cannot but claim juſtly 

The Honour of continuing ſtill my Service 

To you and yours; which granted, I beg leave 

I may for this time be diſmiſt. 
Duke, Bold Spirit. 
Bap. 1 love thee now with pity. 
Duke, Go not yet- — 

A ſudden Tempeſt that might ſhake a Rock, 

Yet he ſtands firm againſt it; much it moves me, 

He, not Alberto's Son, and he a Widow, 

Lords your Ear. 
Omnes. Your pleaſure. [Whiſpers. 
Duke, So, Lady, what you have avouch'd is Truth. 
Mar. Truth only, gracious Sir. 
Duke, Hear then our Sentence. 5 

Since from his Cradle you have fed and foſter'd 

Ceſario as your Son, and train'd him up 

To hopes of Greatneſs; which now in a moment 


Jou utterly again have ruin'd, this way 


We with our Counſel are reſolv'd, you being 

A Widow, ſhall accept him for a Husband. 
Mar. Husband to me, Sir? 0 
Duke. Tis in us to raiſe him s 

To Honours, and his Virtues will deſerve 'em. 
Mar. But Sir, 'tis in no Prince, nor his Prerogative, 

To force a Woman's choice againſt her Heart. -- 5 

uke, 
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Duke. True, if then you appeal to higher Juſtice 
Our Doom includes this Clauſe upon refuſal, F 
Out of your Lord's Revenues ſhall Ceſario 
Aſſure to any, whom he takes for Wife, 

The Inheritance of three Parts ; the leſs remainder 
Is Dowry large enough to marry a Daughter ; 
And we, by our Prerogative, which you queſtion, 
Will publickly adopt him into th' Name i 
Of your Deceas d Albertus, that the Memory 
Of fo approv'd a Peer may live in him 
That can preſerve his Memory; le you find out 
Some other means, which may as amply ſatisfie 
His Wrong, our Sentence ſtands irrevocable : 
W hat think you, Lords? 
Ommes. The Duke is juſt and honourable. & 
Bap. Let me embrace Cæſario, henceforth ever . 
1 vow a conſtant Friendſhip. 3 
Ment. I remit alł former Difference. 

Ceſa. lam too poor 
In Words to thank this Juſtice. Madam, always 
My Studies ſhall be Love to you, and Duty. 

Duke. Replies we admit none. Ceſario wait on us 

[c. xeunt. Manent Ment, Bap. Mar. and Cla. 

Bap. Mentivole. 

Ment. My Lord. 

Bap. Look on Clariſſa, ſhe's noble, rich, young, fair. 

Ment. My Lord, and virtuous. 

Bap. Mentivols, and virtuous.— Madam. 

Mar. Tyranny of Juſtice, Iſhalllive Report's Deriſion, 
That am compell'd to exchange a graceful Widow-hood 
For a continual Martyrdom in Marriage, 
With one ſo much beneath me. 

Bap. IIl plead for ye 
Boldly and conſtantly, let your Daughter only 
Admit my Son her Servant at next Viſit, 
Madam, III be a Meſſenger of Comfort. 
Mentivole, be confident and earneſt. | Exit. 

Mar. Married again, to him too! better thad been 

The young Man ſhould have till retain'd the Honours 
Of old Alberto's Son, than I the Shame 95 
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of making him Succeſſor of his Bed; IT was to blame- 
Ment. Indeed without Offence, 
Madam, I think you were. 
Cla. You urge it fairly, and like a worthy Friend. 
Mar. Can you fay any thing 
In commendation ofa Muſhroon withered, 
As ſoon as ſtarted up ? 
Ment. You ſcorn an Innocent 
Of noble growth, for whiles your Husband liy'd 
] have heard you boaſt Ceſario in all Actions, 
Gave matter of Report, of Imitation, 
Wonder and Envy ; let not diſcontinuance 
Of ſome few Days eſtrange a ſweet Opinion 
Of Virtue, chiefly when, in ſuch extremity, 
Your Pity, not Contempt, will argue Goodneſs. 
Mar. O Sir. N 
Cla. If you would uſe a thriving Courtſhip, 
You cannot utter a more powerful Language, 
That I ſhall liſten to with greater greedineſs, 
Than th'Argument you proſecute; this ſpeaks you 
A Man compleat and excellent. 
Ment. I ſpeak not, they are his own Deſerts. 
Mar. Good Sir, forbear, 
Tam now fully ſenſible of runnin 
Into a violent Lethargy, whoſe deadlineſs 
Locks up all Reaſon, I ſhall never henceforth 
Remember my paſt Happineſs. 
Ment. Theſe Clouds may be diſpers'd. 
Maria. J fear continual Night 
Will oyer-ſhroud me, yet poor Youth his Treſpaſs 
Lies in his Fortune, not the Cruelty 
Of the Duke's Sentence. 
Cla. I dare think it does. 
Mar. If all fail, I will learn then to conquer 
Adverſity with Sufferance. 
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Ment, You reſolve nobly. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Ceſario and a Servant. 


| 
Ceſa. 2 T any Friend have Entrance. | 
Serv. Sir, a'ſhall. | 


| | PF 
R — c ROGER OMSTAS” A 


Ceſa. Any, I except none. 

Serv. We know your Mind, Sir, Exit. 
Ceſa. Pleaſures admit no bounds, 
ü — 

To ſuch a growth of full Proſperities, 
That to conceal my Fortunes were an Injury 
To Gratefulneſs, and thoſe more liberal Favours 
By whom my Glories proſper. He that flows 
In gracious and ſwoln Tides of beſt abundance, 
Vet will be Ignorant of his own Fortunes, 
Deſerves to live contemn'd, and die forgotten; 
The harveſt of my Hopes is now already 
Ripen'd and gather'd, 1 can fatten Youth 
ij With choice of Plenty, and ſupplies of Comforts, 
1 My Fate ſprings in my own Hand, and I'll uſe it. 
5 EFEF˖ernter Two Servants and Biancha. 
1 Serv. Tis my place. 
2 Serv, Yours? Here fair one, Ill acquaint my Lord. 
1 Serv. He's here, go to him boldly, 
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i 2 Serv. Pleaſe you to let him underſtand how readily 
16 I waited on your Errand? | 

— I Serv, Saucy Fellow; you muſt excuſe his breeding. 
. 8 Ceſa. What's the matter? 


Biancha, my Biancha, to your Offices. [Ex. Serv. 
h 'This Viſit, Sweer, from thee, my pretty dear, 
+ By how much more *rwas unexpected, comes 
= So much the more timely : Witneſs this free welcome, 
1; 10 W hate'er Occaſion led thee. 
Bran. You muſt gueſs, Sir, 
Yet indeed 'tis a rare one. 


Ceſa. Prethee ſpeak it, my honeſt yirtuous Maid. 
Bian, Sir, I have heard | 
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Have made me Owner of; from the firſt Hour 
= 1 ſaw you, I confeſs I wiſh'd 1 had been, 
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of your Misfortunes, and I cannot tell you 
Whether 1 have more cauſe of Joy or Sadneſs, 
To know they are a Truth. 
ceſa. What Truth, Biancha? Misfortunes, how, 
Bian. You are diſclaim'd (wherein? 
For being the Lord Alberto's Son, and publickly 
Acknowledg'd of as mean a Birth as mine is, 
It cannot chuſe but grieve ye. 
Ceſa. Grieve me? Ha, ha, ha, ha? Is this all? 
Bian. This al! * 
Ceſa. Thou art ſorry for't 
| warrant thee : Alas good Soul, Biancha, 
That which thou call it Misfortune is my Happineſs, 
My Happineſs, Bianc ha. | 
Bian. If you love me, it may prove mine too. 
= Cef. May it? I will love thee. 
My good, good Maid, 
lf that can make thee happy, 
Better and better love thee. 
E Bn, Without Breach then 
Of Modeſty, I come to claim the Intereſt 
= Your Proteſtations, both by Vows and Letters, 


= Or not ſo much below your Rank and Greatneſs, 

= Or not fo much above thoſe humble Flames 

That ſhould have warm'd my Boſom with a temperate 
= Equality of Deſires in equal Fortunes. 

Still as you utter'd Language of Affection, 

I courted Time to paſs more flowly on, 

That 1 might turn more Fool to lend Attention 

Io what 1 durſt not credit, nor yet hope for: 


Ver ſtill as more I heard, I wiſh'd to hear more. 
== Ceſ: Didſt thou in troth, Wench ? b 
ian. Willingly betray d | 
My ſelf to hopeleſs Bondage. 

0d. A good Girl, 

| 3! thought I ſhould not miſs, 

= Whate'cr thy Anſwer was. 


Bian, 
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Biancha. But as I am a Maid, Sir, and I faith 
You may believe me, for I am a Maid, | 
So dearly I reſpected both you Fame 
And Quality, that I would firſt have periſh'd 
In my fick Thoughts, than cer have given conſent 
To have undone your Fortunes, by inviting 
A Marriage with ſo mean a one as I am. 

I ſhould have died ſure, and no Creature known 
The Sickneſs that had kilPd me. 

Ceſa. Pretty Heart, good Soul, alas, alas. 

Bian. Now ſince I know 
There is no difference *rwixt your Birth and mine, 
Not much twixt our Eftates, if any be, 

The Advantage is on my fide, I come willingly 
To tender you the firſt Fruits of my Heart, 
And am content t'accept you for my Husband, 
Now when you are at loweſt. 
Ceſa. For a Husband ? 
Speak ſadly, doſt thou mean ſo ? 
'Bian. In good deed, Sir, 
»Tis pure Love makes this Proffcr. 

Ceſa. ] believe thee, 

W hat Counſel urg'd thee on, tell me, thy Father 
My worſhipful ſmug Hoſt? Was't not he, Wench? 
Or Mother Hoſteſs ? Ha? 

Bian, D'ye mock my Parentage? 

I do not ſcorn yours. 
Mean Folks are as worthy 


To be well ſpoken of, if they deſerve well, 


As ſome whole only Fame lies in their Blood. 


O, y'are a proud Poor Man: All your Oaths Falihood, 
Vour Vows Deceit, your Letters forg'd and wicked. 


Ceſa. Thou'dſt be my Wife, I dare (wear. 
Bian. Had your Heart, 
Your Hand and Tongue been Twins, you had reputed 

This Courteſy a Benefit. 

Ceſa. Simplicity, 
How prettily thou mov'ſt me? Why, Biancha, 
Report has cozen'd thee, I am not fallen 
From my expected Honours cr Poſſeſſions, 


Thougi 


| Though from the Hope of Birth-right. 
Dian. Are you not © 

| Then I am loſt again; I have a Suit too, 
{ You'll grant it if you be a good Man. 

| Ceſa. Any thing. 5 
Bian. Pray do not talk of ought what I have ſaid ye 
ceſa. As I with Health I will not. | 

Bian. Pity me, bur never love me more. 
= Ceſa. Nay now y'are cruel, 
E Why all theſe Tears? Thou ſhalt not go. 

= Ban, Ill pray for ye 
That you may have a virtuous Wife, a fair one, 
And when | am dead 
= C:/a. Fie, fie. | 
= Bran, Think on me ſometimes, 
With Mercy for this Treſpals. 
= Ceſa, Let us kiſs 
At parting, as at coming. 
W Bian. This I have 
Asa free Dower to a Virgin's Grave, 


cCeſa. Harmleſs Biancha!- uskill'd ; 

= What handſome Toys are Maids to play with? 

. Euter Mariana and Clariſſa. 

How innocent? But 1 have other Thoughts 

Ob nobler Meditation. My Felicity, _ 

Thou comeſt as I could wiſh; lend me a Lip 

= Soft, as melting as when old Alberto, 

After his firſt Night's Trial, taking farewel 

Of thy Youth's Conqueſt, taſted. 

Mar. You are uncivil. | 5 

BY Ce/a. 1 will be Lord of my own Pleaſures, Madam, 
Veare mine, mine freely; 

Come, no whimpering henceforth 

New con the Leſſons of Loves beſt Experience, 

bat our Delights may meet in equal Meaſure 

Of Reſolutions and Deſires; this Sullenneſs 

Js ſcurvy, I like it not. 

Mar. Be modeſt; 

nd do not learn, Ceſario, how to proſtitute 

Vor. VII. | 
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all Goodneſs dwell with ye. [ Exit, 


Tke 
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The Riot of thy Hopes to common Folly; 
Take a fad Woman's Word; howe'er thou doatꝰſt 
Upon the preſent Graces of thy Greatneſs, 
Yet J am not fallen fo below my Conſtancy 
To Virtue, nor the Care which I once tendred 
For thy Behoof, that I prefer a Sentence 

Of Cruelty before my Honour. 

cel. Honour! | [Comfor 

Mar. Hear me, thou ſee'ſt this Girl! Now the 
Of my laſt Days. She is the only Pledge 
Of a Bed truly noble: She had a Father 
(Unccd not ſpeak him more than thou remembreſt) 

| Whom to diſhonour by a meaner Choice, 
Were Injury and Infamy. 

Cla. To Goodneſs, 

To lime and virtuous Mention. 

Mar. I have vow'd, 
Obſerve me now, Ceſario, that how. e'er 
1 may be torc'd to marry, yet no Tyranny, 
Pe ſuaſions, Flattery, Gifts, Intreats, or Tortures, 
Shall draw me to a ſecond Bed, 

Cla, "Tis juſt roo. 
Mar. Ves, and 'tis juſt, Clariſa. I allo 
The Duke's late Sentence, am reſolv'd young Man 
To be thy Wife; but when the Ceremony 
Of Marriage is perform'd, in Life I will be, 
Though not in Name, a Widow. 

Ceſa. Pray a Word t'ye, TOR 
Shall I in earneſt never be your Bedfellow? 
Mar. Never, O never z and 'tis for your good too 
| Ceſa. Prove that. 5 
Mar. Alas, too many Vears are numbred 
In my Account to entertain the Benefit 
Which Youth in thee, Cæſario, and Ability 
Might hope for and require, it were Injuſtice 
To roh a Gentleman deſerving Memory 
Of Iſſue to preſerve it. 
Ceſa. No more; herein 
You are an excellent Pattern of true Piety, 
Let me now turn your Advocate. Pray look into 1 
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The Order of the Duke injoin'd; admit 
| fatisfic the Sentence, without Marriage 
With you, how then? | 
Ms. Ceſarto. 
ceſa. If i know TE 
How to acquit your Fears, yet keep th' Injunction 
nm exery Clauſe whole and intirc, your Charity 
Will call me ſtill your Servant. 
Mar, Still my Son. 
| Ceſa. Right, Madam, now you have it, ſtill your Son. 
| The Genius of your Bleſſings hath inſtructed | 
| Your Tongue oraculouſly, we will forget 
How once I and Clariſſa enterchang'd 
The Ties of Brother and of Siſter, henceforth 
= Ncw ſtile us Man and Wife. 
dla. By what Authority? | 
& Ce/a. Heay'ns great Appointment. Vet in all my Dotage 
On thy Perfections, when 1 thought, Clariſſa, 
We had been Pledges of one Womb, no looſe, 
No wanton Heat of Youth, dcſir'd to claim 
Priority in thy Affections, other 
Than Nature might commend. Chaſtly I tender'd 
Thy Welfare as a Brother ought; but ſince 
Our Bloods are Strangers, let our Hearts contract 
Along Life-laſting Unity, for this way 
he Sentence is to be obſerv'd, or no way. 
= Mar. Then no way. 
ceſa. 1 expected other Anſwer, Madam, from you. 
= Mar. No, every Ape ſhall curſe me, 
The Monſter, and the Prodigy of Nature, 
Horrors beyond Extremity. 
diu. Pray Mother confine the Violence of Gricf. 
FB ” Yes Mother, pray do. 
Aar. Thus ſome catch at a Matron's Honour 
By flying Luſt, to plot inceſtuous Witcherafts, 
More terrible than Whoredoms; cruel Mercy! 
V ben to preſerve the Body from a Death 
be Soul is ſtrangled. — 
ed. This is more than Paſſion, 
comes near to Diſtraction. 
$ D 3 Mar. 
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Mar. 1 am quieted. 
Ceſario, thou mayeſt tell the Duke ſecurely 
Alberto's Titles, Honours and Revenues, 
The Duke may give away, enjoy them thou. 
Clariffa's Birth- right, Mariuna's Dower 
Thou ſhalt be Lord of; turn us to the World 
Unpity'd and unfriended; yet my Bed 
Thou never ſleep'ſt in: As for her, the hears me, 
Tf the as much as in a Thought conſent, 
That thou may'ſt call her Wife, a Mother's Curſe 
Shall never leave her. Oy 
Cla. As a Brother once 
I lov'd you, as a noble Friend yet honour ye, 
But for a Husband, Sir, I dare not own you, 
My Faith is given already. 
Ceſa. To a Villain, VI cut his Throat. 
Mar. Why this is more than Paſſion? 
It comes near a Diſtraction. 
Cla. Call to Mind, Sir, 
How much you have abated of that Goodneſs 
Which once reign'd in ye, they appear'd fo lovely 
That ſuch as Friendſhip led to Obſervation, 
3 Enter Baptiſta and Mentivole. 
Courted the great Example. 
Ceſa. Left, and flatter'd into a broad Deriſion? 
Mar. Why d'ye think ſo? 
My Lord Baptiſta, is your Son grown cold 
In haſting on the Marriage, which his Vows 
Have ſeal'd to my wrong'd Daughter? 
Bap. We come, Lady, to conſummate the Contract. 
Cefa., With Mentivole? Is he the Man? 
Men. Clariſſas Vroth and mine, 
Ceſario, are recorded in a Character 
So plain and certain, that except the Hand - ; 
Of Heav'n, which writ it firſt, would blot it out again, 
No humane Power can raze it. | i 
ceſa. But ſay you ſo too, young Lady? 
220 [ hould elſe betray 7 « 
My Beart to Falſhood, and my Tongue to Perjury. 
Ceſa, Madam, you know the Sentence. Ba 
| aps 


2 
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Bap. From the Duke 
have particular Comforts, which require 
A private care. | 
Mar. I ſhall approve it gladly : 
We are reſolv'd, Ceſar. 
Bap. Be not inſolent upon a Prince's Favour. 
(la. Loſe no Glory, . 
Vour younger Vears have purchaſt. 
Ment. And deſerved too, you've many worthy Friends. 
Bap. Preſerve and uſe them. | Exeunt. Mayer Cxlario. 
Ceſa. Good, very good, why here's a Complement 
Ot Mirth in deſperation, I could curſe 
My Fate: O with what ſpeed Men tumble down 
From hopes that ſoar too high. Biancha now 
May ſcorn me juſtly too, Clariſſa married, 
Albertus Widow reſolute, Biancha 
Refus'd, and I forſaken : Let me ſtudy, 
can but die a Batchelor that's the worſt ont. [ Exit. 
Enter Hoſt, Taylor, Muleteer, Dancer, Pedant, Coxcomb. 
Hoſt. Come, Gentlemen, 
This is the day that our great Artiſt hath 
Promis'd to give all your ſeveral Suits ſatisfaction. 
Dan, Is he ſtirring ? | 
Hoſt, He hath been at his Book theſe two hours. 
Ped, He's a rare Phyſician. 
Hoſt. Why II tell you, 
Were Paracelſus the German now 
Living, he'd take up his ſingle Rapier againſt his 
Terrible long Sword, he makes it a matter of nothin 
To cure the Gour, ſore Eyes he takes out as familiarly, 
Waſhes them, and puts them in again, 
As vou'd blanch Almonds. 
425. They ſay he can make Gold. 
oft. Ay, ay, he learnt it of Kelly in Germany. 
There's not a Chymiſt 5 
In Chriſtendom can go beyond him for multiplying 
Ped. Tkae heed then 
He get not up your Daughter's Belly, my Hoſt. 
Hoſt. You are a merry Gentleman, 
And the Man of Art will love you the better. 


D 3 


3506 The Fair Maid of the Inn. 


Dan. Does he love Mirth and Crotchets? 
Hoft. Oh he's the moſt courteous Phyſician, 
You may drink or drab in's Company freely, 
The better he knows how your Diſcaſe grows, 
'The better he knows how to cure it. 
Dan. But I wonder, my Hoſt, 
He has no more reſort of Ladies to him. 
Hoſt. Why, Sir? 
Dan. O divers of them have great Belief in Conjurers: 
Leachery is a great help to the Quality. 
Hoſt. He's ſcarce known to be in Town yet, 
E'er long we ſhall have em cone 
Huriying hither in Feather-beds. 
Dan. How? Bedridden? 
Hoſt. No, Sir, in Feather-Beds that move upon four 
W hcels, in Spaniſh Caroches. 
Ped. Pray acquaint him we give Attendance. 
Hoſt. I ſhall, Gentlemen. I would fain be rid 
Of theſe Raſcals, but that they raiſe Profit 


- 


To my Wine Cellar. 
When I have made uſe of them ſufficiently, 
I will intreat the Conjurer to tye Crackers to their Tails, 
And ſcnd them packing. . 
Enter Foroboſco as in bis Study. 
Foro. Come bither, mine Hoſt, look here. 


Foro. A Challenge from my Man. 
Hoſt. For breaking's Pate? 
Furo. He writcs here, if I meet him not 
th Field within this half Hour, 
1 ſhall hear more from him. 
Hut. O, Sir, mind your Profit, 
Ne'er think of the Raſcal; here are the Gentlemen. 
Foro. Morrow my worthy Clients, 
What are you all prepar'd of your Queſtions; 
_ T hat I may give my Reſolution upon them? 
Af We we, 
Ped. And have brought our Mony, 
Foro. Each then in Order, . SRO TEN 
And differ not for Precedency. 
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Dan. T am buying of an Office, Sir, 
and to that purpoſe I would fain learn 
To diſſemble cunningly. - 
Fro. Do you come to me for that? you ſhould rather 
Have gone to a cunning Woman. 


Dan. Ay, Sir, but their Inſtructions are but like Woman, 


Pretty well, but not t© the depth, as I'd have it: 
You are a Conjurer, the Devil's Maſter, 
And 1 would learn it from you ſo exactly. 
Toro. That the Devil himſclf 
Might not go beyond you. 
Dan. You are i'th' right, Sir. 
Foro. And ſo your Mony for your Purchaſe 
Might come in again within a twelve Month. 
Dan. I would be a Guaduate, Sir, no Freſh-man. 
Foro. Here s my Hand, Sir, 
| will make you diſſemble ſo methodically, 
As if the Devil ſhould be ſent from the great TE, 
In the thape of an Ambaſſador, 
"To ſet all the Chriſtian Princes at variance. 
Dan. I cannot with any modeſty defire any more; 
There's your Mony, Sir. 
Foro. For the art of diſſembling. 


Cox. My Suit, Sir, will be News to you when I tell it. 


For... Pray on. 
Cox. I would ſet up a Preſs here in lay, 
To write all the Coranto's for Chriſtendom. 
Foro. That's new indeed, 
And how would you imploy me in't? 
Cox. Marry Sir, from you 
I would gain my Intelligence. 


Foro, | conceive you, you would have me furniſh you 


With a Spirit to inform you. 
Crx. Fur as quiet a Devil as the Woman, 
The firſt Day and a half after ſhe's married, 
I can by no means indure a terrible one. 
Foro. No, no, I' qualifie him, 
He ſhall not fright you, 
It thall be the Ghoſt of on lying Stationer, 
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A Spirit ſhall look as if Butter would not melt in his 
Mouth. A new Aercurius Gallo-belgicus. 
Cox. O there was a Captain was rare at it. 
Fro. Neer think of him, 6 
. Th ugh that Captain writ a full Hand Gallop, 
And waſted indeed more harmleſs Paper than 
Ever did laxative Phyſick, 
Yet will I make you to out-ſcribble him, 
And ſet down what you pleaſe, 
The World ſhall betrer believe you. 
Cox, Worthy Sir, I thank you, there's Mony. 
Foro. A new Office os 
For writing pragmatical Curranto's. 
Ped. I am a School-maſter, Sir, 
And would fain confer with you 
About erecting four new Sects of Religion at Amſterdam, 
Foro. What the Devil ſhould 
New Sc&s of Religion do there? 
Ped. I aſſure you | would get 
A great deal of Mony by it. 
Foro. And what are the four new Sects 
Of Reli ion you would plant there? 
Ped. Why that's it J come about, Sir, 
"Tis a Devil of your raiſing muſt invent em, 
I confeſs I am too weak to compaſs it. | 
Foro. So Sir, then you mike it a matter of no difficulty 
To have them Tolerated. 
Ped. Trouble not your ſelf for that; 
Let but your Devil ſet them afoot once, 
I have Weaveis, and Ginger-bread makers, 
And mighty Aquavitæ- men, (hall fer them Aa going. 
' Foro. This is ſomewhat difficult. 5s 
= And will ask ſome Conference with the Devil. 
Ped Take your own leaſure Sir, 
I] have another buſineſs roo, betaule I mean 
To leave Taly, and bury my ſelf in thoſe nether parts 
Of rhe Lon- Countries. * 
Foro, What's that, Sir? 
Ped. Marry I would fain make nine days to the Week, 
For the more ample benefit of the Captain. 


Foro. 
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Foro. You have a {ſhrewd Pate, Sir. 
ped. But how this might be compaſs'd? 
Foro, Compals'd eaſily; tis but making 
A new Almanack, and dividing the compaſs 
Of the Year into larger Penny-worths, 
As a Chandler with his Compaſs makes 
A Geometrick Proportion of the Holland Cheeſe 
He retails by Stivers. 
But for getting of it Licenc'd ? | 
Ped. Trouble not your ſelf with that, Sir; 
There's your Mony. 
Foro. For four new Sects of Religions, 
And nine days to the Week. 
Ped. To be brought in at general Pay-days, 
Write I beſeech you. d 
Foro. At general Pay- days. 
Tay. I am by Profeſſion a Taylor, 
You have heard of me. 
Foro, Yes, Sir, and will not ſteal from you 
The leaſt part of that Commendation I have heard utter'd. 
Ty. I take meaſure of your Worth, Sir, 
And becauſe I will not afflict you with any large Bill 
Of Circumſtances, I will ſnip off Particulars. 
| would fain invent ſome ſtrange 
And exquifite new Faſhions. 
Foro. Are you not travell'd, Sir. 
Tay. Yes, Sir, but have obſerv'd all we can ſee 
Or invent, are but old ones with new Names to'em, 
Now I would ſome way or other grow more curious. 
Foro. Let me ſee; to deviſe new Faſhions — 
Were you never in the Moon? 
Tay. In the Moon Tavern! yes Sir, often. 
Foro. No, I do mean in the new World, 
In the World that's in the Moon yonder. 
Tay. How? a new World i'th' Moon? 
Foro, Yes I aſſure you. e 
Tay. And peopled? 
Foro, O moſt fantaſtically peopled. 
Tay. Nay certain then there's work for Taylors? 
Foro, That there is I aſſure you. 
Tay. 


4 
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Tay. Yet I have talked with a Scorch Taylor 
That never difcover'd ſo much to me, 
Though he has travell'd far, and was a Pedlar in Poland. 

Foro. That was out of his way, 

This lies beyond China: 

You would ſtudy new Faſhions you ſay? 
Take my Counſel, make a Voyage, 

And diſcover that new World. 

Tay. Shall I be a Moon-man? TEE 

Foro, 1 am of Opinion, the People of that World, 
If they be like the nature of that Climate they live in, 
Do vary the taſhion of their Cloaths oftener than any 
Quick-ſilver'd Nation in Europe. 

Tay. Not unlikely; but what ſhould that be we call 
The Man in the Moon then? . 

Foro. Why 'tis nothing but an Engliſhman 
That itands there ſtark naked, 
With a pair of Sheers in one Hand, 
And a great bundle of broad Cloth in the other 
(Which reſembles the buſh of 'Thorns) 
Cutting out of new Faſhions. 5 

Tay. I have heard ſomewhat like this, 
But how ſhall I get thither? 

Foro, I'll make a new Compaſs ſhall direct you. 

Tay. Certain? 

Foro, Count me elſe for no Man of Direction. 

Tay. There's twenty Duckets in Hand, at my Return 
I'll give you a hundred. 

Foro. A new Voyage to diſcover new Faſhions. 

Mul. T have been a Traveller too, Sir, 

That have ſhewed ſtrange Beaſts in Chriſtendom, 

And got Mony by them, but I find the Trade to decay, 

Your Camelion, or Eaſt-Indian Hedge-hog 

Gets very little Mony, and your Elephant deyours 

So much Bread, brings in ſo little Profit, 

His Keeper were better every Morning 

Cram fifteen Taylors with white Manchet: 

I would have ſome new Spectacle, 

And one that might be more attractive. 
Foro, Let me ſec, were you eyer in Spain? 


Mi. 
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Mal. Not yet, Sir. 
Foro, I would have you go to Madrill, and againſt ſome 
reat Feſtival, when the Court lies there, provide a great 


pudding in's Belly; that would be the eighth Wonder of 
the World in thoſe Parts I aſſure you. 

ul. A rare Project without queſtion. 

Foro. Go beyond all their Garlick ylle padridoes, though 
you ſod one in Garguentua's Cauldron, bring in more Mo- 
ny than all the Monſters of Africk. 

Hoſt. Good Sir do your beſt for him; he's of my ac- 
quaintance, and one if ye knew him — | 

Toro. What is he? a ä 

Hiſt. He was once a Man of infinite Letters. 

Foro. A Scholar? 

Hoſt, No, Sir, a Packet Carrier, which is always a Man 
of many Letters, you know; then he was Mule-driver, 
now he's a Gentleman, and feeds Monſters. : 

Foro. A moſt ungrateful Calling. 


the Oxe, Sir? 


ſire Oxe, and a prime one: 


Hoſteſs. Pray forbear, Sir, we ſhall have a new Quarrel. 

Clown. Y ou durſt not meet me i th' Field, I am there- 
ſore come to ſpoil your Market. 

Foro. What's the News with you, Sir? 

Clown, Gentlemen, you that come hither to be moſt 
abominably cheated, liſten, and be as wiſe as your Planet 
wil ſuffer you, keep your Mony, be not gull'd, be nor 
augh'd at. | 
ed. What means this? would I had my Mony again 
In my Pocket. TILE 

Hoſt, The Fellow is full of Malice, do not mind him. 

Clown. This profeſs'd cheating Rogue was my Maſter, 
and I confeſs my ſelf a more preternotorious Rogue than 
himſelf, in ſo long keeping his villainous Counſel. 
| Foro, Come, come, I will not hear you. 

eee : _ Clown. 


and ſpacious Engliſh Ox, and roaſt him whole, with a 


Mule. There's Mony for your direction; the price of 
Foro. A hundred French Crowns, for it muſt bea Linculn- 


for a rare and monſtrous Spectacle, to be ſeen at Madrill. 
Enter Clown, Hoſteſs, and Bianca. 
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whoſe Purſes are ready to caft the Calf; if they have not 


Diſeaſes; when he was i'th' Lom- Countries, he us'd nothin 


with the conceit of the Patient, would make them be- 


are the Devil's Chair- women to him, for they will (ell; 
Man a Wind to ſome purpoſe; he ſells Wind, and tells 


calls upon are but fuſtian Names, gather'd out of Welch 


the Gallies, and will never truly run himſelf out of Breath, 
till he comes to the Gallows. 


Clown. No Coz'ner, thou would ſt not hear me, 14, 
but dare thee to ſuffer me to ſpeak, and then thou andall 
thy Devils ſpit fire, and ſpout Aqua: furtis. 

Foro, Speak on, I freely permit thee. 

Clown. Why then know all you {imple Animals, ou 
caſt it already, it you give any credit to this jugolin 
Raſcal, you are worſe than fimple Widgins, and will he 
drawn into the Net by this decoy Duck, this tame Cheater 

Foro. Ha, ha, ha, pray mark him. 

Clown. He does profeſs Phyſick, and conjuring; for hi; 
Phyſick, he has but two Medicines for all manner gf 


but Butter'd Beer, colour'd with Allegant, for ail kind of 
Maladies, and that he called his Catholick Med'cine, 
ſure the Durch ſmelt out it was butter'd Beer, elle they 
would never have endur'd it for the Name's ſake: then 
does he miniſter a grated Dog's Turd inſtead of Rubarb, 
many times of Unicorn's Horn, which working ſtrongly 


ſcummer to the height of a mighty Purgarion. 
Foro. The Rogue has ſtudied this Invective. 
Clown. Now for his Conjuring, the Witches of Lapland 


ou forty Lies over and over. 
Hoſteſs. 1 thought what we ſhould find of him. 
Hoſt. Hold your prating, be not you an Heretick. 
Clown, Conjure! [1] tell you, all the Devils Names he 


Heraldry ; in brief, he is a Rogue of fix Reprieves, four 
Pardons of courſe, thrice Pilloried, twice ſung Lacryme 
to the Virginals of a Cart's Fail, h'as five times been in 


Foro. You have heard, worthy Gentlemen, what this 
lying, detra&ing Raſcal has vomired. 
Tay. Yes certain, but we have a better trult in you, 

for you have ta'en our Mony. Ws x 
or, 
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Foro. Ihave ſo, truth is he was my Servant, and for ſome 
chaſtiſement 1 gave him, he does practiſe thus upon me 
ſpeak truly, Sirrah, are you certain I cannot conjure ? 
Clown. Conjure! ha, ha, ha. 
Foro. Nay, nay, but he very ſure of it. 
Clown. Sure of it? why l'Il make a bargain with thee, 
before all theſe Gentlemen, ule all thy Art all thy Roguery, 
and make me do anything before all this Company I have 
not a mind to, PII firſt give thee leave to claim me for 
thy Bond-ſlave, and when thou haſt done hang me. 
Foro. Pis a match, Sirrah, I'll make you caper i'th' Air 
preſently. 
Clown. I have too ſolid a Body, and my belief is like a 
Puritan's on Good-Friday, too high fed with Capon. 
Foro, I will firſt ſend thee to Green-land for a haunch 
of Veniſon, juſt of the thickneſs of thine own Tallow. 
Clown. Ha, ha, ha, I'll not ſtir an inch for thee. 
Foro. Thence to Amboyna i'th* Eaſt-Indies, for Pepper 
to bake it. | 
Clewn. To Amboyna? ſo I might be pepper'd. 
Foro. Then will | convey thee ſtark naked to Develing 
to beg a pair of Brogs, to hide thy mountainous Buttocks. 
Clown. And no Doublet to em? 
Foro. No, Sir, I intend to ſend you of a ſleeveleſs Errand 
but before you vaniſh, in regard you ſay I cannot conjure, 
and are ſo ſtupid and opinionated a Slave, that neither I 
nor my Art can compel you to do any thing that's be- 
yond your own pleaſure, the Gentlemen ſhall have ſome 
ſport; you cannot endure a Cat, Sirrah ? 
Clown, What's that to thee, Juggler? 
Foro, Nor you'll do nothing at my entreaty? 
Clown. I'll be hang'd firſt. 
Foro. Sit, Gentlemen, and whatſoever you ſee, be not 
frighhtew. e WES 
Hoſteſs. Alas I can endure no Conjuring. 
Hoſt, Stir not, Wife. 
Bian. Pray let me go, Sir, I am not fit for theſe fooleries. 
Hoft. Move not, Daughter. f (frog. 
Foro. I will make you dance a new Dance call'd Leap- 
Clown, Ha, ha, ha. 

| | Foro. 
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3514 The Fair Maid of the Inn. 
Foro. And as naked as a Frog. | 
Clown. Ha, ha, ha, I defie thee. 
[ Foroboſco looks in a Book, ſtrike, 
1 with his Mand, Milfick plays, 
Enter Four Boys fhap'd like Frogs, and dance. 
Ped. Spirits of the Water in the likeneſs of Frogs, 
Tay. He has fiſh'd fair, believe-me. 
Mul. Sce, ſee, he ſweats and trembles. 
Foro. Are you come to your Quavers ? 
Clow. Oh, ho, ho. | 
Foro. I'll make you run Diviſion on that or e'er 1 leave 
you; look you here are the Play-Fellows that are ſo in- 


dear d to you; come, Sir, firſt uncaſe, and then Dance; 
nay I'll make him Dance ſtark naked. _ 


Hoſt. Oh let him have his Shirt on, and his Mpgol's 
Breeches, here are Women 1th? Houſe, 
Foro. Well for their Sakes he ſhall. 
Clown tears off bis Doublet, making ſtrange Faces as if 
 compell'd to it, falls into the Dance, 
Tay. He Dances, what a lying Rogue was this to ſay 
the Gentleman could not conjure 2 
Foro. He does prettily well, but *ris voluntary, I aſſure 
you, I have no Hand in't. N 
Clown. As you are a Conjurer, and a rare Artiſt, free 
me from theſe Couplets; of all Creatures J cannot endure 
a Frog. 8 6 
5 — But your dancing is voluntary, I can compel 
you to nothing. VVV 
Hoſteſs. O me, Daughter, let's take heed of this Fel- 
low, he'll make us dance naked, an' we vex him. 
. Exeunt Hoſteſs and Bianca. 
Foro. Now cut Capers, Sirrah, I'll plague that Chine 
of yours. | | 
Clown. Ho, ho, ho, my Kidneys are roaſted. I drop 
away like a Pound of Butter roaſted. 3 
Tay. He will dance himſelf to Death. Ne 
Foro. No matter, I'll fell his Fat to the Apothecaries, 
and repair my Injury that way. 
Hoſt. Enough in Conſcience. | 
Foro, Well, at yourentreaty vaniſh, And now Ln 
. | only 
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only make him break his Neck in doing a Somerſer, and 
that's all the Revenge I mean to take of him. 

Clown. O Gentlemen, what a Rogue was I to belye fo 
anapprov'd Maſter in the noble dark Science? You can 
witneſs, this 1 did only to ſpoil his Practice, and deprive 
you of the Happineſs of injoying his worthy Labours ; 
Rogue that I was to do it, pray Sir forgive me. 

Foro. With what Face canſt thou ask it ? 

Clown. With ſuch a Face as I deſerve, with a hang- 
ing Look, as all here can teſtifie. 

Foro, Well, Gentlemen, that you may perceive the 
goodneſs of my Temper, I will entertain this Rogue a- 


gin in hope of amendment, for ſhould I turn him off, 
he would be hang d. | 


Clown. You may read that in this foul Copy, 

Foro. Only with this Promiſe, you ſhall never cozen 
any of my Patients. 

Clown. Never. | | 

Foro. And remember henceforward, that tho? I can- 
not conjure, I can make you dance, Sirrah; go get your 
{cf into the Cottage again. 

Enter Ceſario. 
Clown. J will never more dance Leap-Frog: Now I 


have got you into Credit, hold it up, and cozen them 
in abundance. _ 


Foro. Oh rare Raſcal. [ Exit Clown. 
chſa. How now, a Frankford Mart here, a Mounte- 
bank, and his worſhipful Auditory ? 
Hoſt. They are my Gueſts, Sir. 
ceſa. A upon them, ſhew your jugling tricks 
in ſome other Room. 
Hoſt. And why not here, Sir? 
Ceſa. Hence, or Sirrah, I ſhall ſpoil your figure fling- 
ing, and all their radical Queſlions. | 
All. Sir, we vaniſh. [ Exeunt. 
Manent Hoſt and Ceſario. 
Hag. Signior Ceſario, you make bold with me, 
And ſomewhat I muſt tell you to a degree 
Of ill Manners; they are wy Gueſts, and Men I live by, 
| And 
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And I would know by what Authority 
You command thus far. 
Cæſa. By my Intereſt in your Daughter. 
Hoſt, Intereſt do you call't? As I remember I neyer 
put her out to Uſury on that condition. 
Ceſa. Pray thee be not angry, 
| Enter Bianca and Hoſteſs. 
I am come to make thee happy, and her happy : 
She's here; alas my pretty Soul, I am come 
To give aſſurance that's beyond thy hope, 
Or thy belief, I bring repentance bout me, 
And ſatisfaction, I will marry thee. 
Bian. Ha? W 
Ceſa. As I live I will, but do not entertain t 
With too quick an Apprehenſion of Joy, 
For that may hurt thee, I have heard ſome dye of, 
Brian. Do not fear me. 
Cſa. Then thou think'ſt I feign 
This Proteſtation, I will inſtantly 
Before theſe teſtifie my new Alliance, 
Contract my ſelf unto thee, then I hope 


zene . . wad, V wad wit , Tr, = 


We may be more private. 
Hoſt, But thou ſhalt not, Sir, 
For ſo has many a Maiden-head been loſt, and many a 


Baſtard gotten. FE 
. Ceſa. Then to give you the beſt of any aſſurance in the 
World, 


Entreat thy Father to go fetch a Prieſt, 

We will inſtantly to Bed, and there be married. 
Bian. Pride hath not yet forſaken you ! ſee, 
Though Proſperity has. 

Hoſt. Sir you are too confident 
To fathion to your ſelf a dream of purchaſe, 

When you are a Beggar. | 

Cuſa. You are bold with me. | 

Hoſteſs. Do we not know your Value is cried down 
Fourſcore i'th' Hundred. 

Bian. Oh Sir I did love you 
With ſuch a fixed Heart, that in that Minute 
Wherein you lighted, or contemn'd me rather, 
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took a Vow to obey your laſt Decree, 
And never more look up at any Hope 8 
Should bring me Comfort that way; and though ſince 
Your Foſter-Mother, and the fair Clariſſa 
Have in the way of Marriage deſpis'd you, 
That hath not any way bred my Revenge, 
But Compaſſion rather. I have found _ 
% much Sorrow in the way to a chaſte Wedlock 
That here I will ſet down, and never wiſh 
To come to th' Journey's end. Your ſuit to me 
Henceforth be ever filenc'd. 
ceſa. My Bianca. Sea pode ns 
Hifteſs. Henceforward pray forbear her and my Houſe: 
che's a poor virtuous Wench, yet her Eſtate 
May weigh with yours in a gold Balance. 
Hoſt. Yes, and her Birth in any Hcrald's Office in 
Chriſtendom. 
Heiſteſs. It may prove ſo, h 
When you'll ſay, you have leapt a Whiting. Exit. 
Enter Baptiſta and Mentivole. 
Cſa. How far am I grown behind hand with Fortune? 
Bap. Here's Ceſario! 
My Son, Sir, is co Morrow to be marry'd 
Unto the fair Clariſſa. 
Ceſa. So. 1 1 | 
Ment. We hope you'll be a Gueſt there. : 
ſa. No, I will not grace your Triumph fo much. 
Bap. I will not tax your Breeding, _ 
But it alters not your Birth, Sir; fare you well. 
| Ment. Oh, Sir, do not grieve him, 5 
He has too much Affliction already. [ Exennt. 
Enter a Sailor. 
_ Ceſa. Every way ſcorn'd and loſt! 
Shame follow you, V 
For I am grown moſt miſerable. |  . 
Sail. Sir, do you know a Lady's Son in Town here 
They call Ceſario? _ MY 
Ceſa. There's none ſuch, I aſſure thee. 
Sail. T was told you were the Man. 
Ceſa. What's that to thee? 
Vo L. VII. E 


Sail, 
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Sail. A——on't. You are melancholy, will you dr: 
ceſa. With whom? m e = 
Sail. With me, Sir; deſpiſe not this pitch'd Canvas 
the time was we have known them lin'd with Sani 
Duckets; I have News for you. | 
Ceſa. For me ! 
Sail. Not unleſs you'll drink; | 
We are like our Sea Proviſion, once ont of Pickle, 
We require abundance of drink: Lhave News to tell you 
That were you Prince, | 
Would make you ſend your Mandate 
To have a thouſand Bonfires made i'th' City, 
And piſt out again with nothing but Greet Wine, 
Cæſa. Come, I will drink with thee howſoever. 
Sail. And upon theſe Terms I will utter my Mind to 
you. [ Exeunt, 


"ACT v. SCENE TL | 
Enter Alberto, Proſpero, Juliana and Sailors. 


Sil. 8 we bring your Neceſſaries a- ſnore, my Lord! 
Alb. Do what you pleaſe, I am Land- ſick, worſe 
Than &er I was at Sea. (by far 
Prof. Collect your ſelf. 
Alber. O my moſt worthy Proſpero, my beſt Friend, 
The noble Favour I receiv'd from thee, 

In freeing me from the Turks, I now account 
 Worle than my Death; for I ſhall never live 
To make Requital. What do you attend for? 
Sail. To underſtand your Pleaſure. 
Alber. They do mock me; : 

I do proteſt I have no kind of Pleaſure 
In any thing i'th* World, but in thy Friendſhip, 
'I muſt cver except that. | 

Fro. Pray leave him, leave him. [ Exeunt Sailors 
Alber. The News I heard related ſince my landing 
Of the Diviſion of my Famil) 
How is i poſſible for any Man 
To bear't with a ſer Patience? 


Prof 
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Proſ. You have ſuffer'd, 
since your Impriſonment, more weighty Sorrows. 
Alber. Ay, then I was Man of Fleth and Blood, 
Now I am made up of Fire, to the full height 
Of a deadly Calenture: O theſe vild Women 
That are ſo ill Preſervers of Mens Honours, 
They cannot govern their own Honeſties. 
That I ſhould thirty and odd Winters feed 
My Expectation of a noble Heir, 
And by a Woman's Falſhood find him now 
A Fiction, a meer Dream of what he was, 
And yet I love him ſtill. 
Proſ. In my Opinion | 
The Sentence, on this Tryal, from the Duke 
Was noble, to repair Ceſario's Loſs 
With the Marriage of your Wife, had you been dead. 
Alber. By your Favour but it was nor, I conceive 
Twas Diſparagement to my Name, to have my Widow 
Match with a Faulkner's Son, and yet belicve't 
love the Youth ſtill, and much pity him. 
do remember at my going to Sea, 
Upon a Quarrel, and a Hurt receiv'd 
From young Mentivole, my Rage ſo far 
Oer-topt my nobler Temper, I gave Charge 
To have his Hand cut off, which ſince I heard, ; 
And ro my Comfort, brave Ceſario, 
Worthily prevented. | 
Prof. And *twas nobly done. | 
Alber. Vet the Revenge, for this Intent of mine 
Hath bred much Slaughter in our Families, 
And yet my Wife (which infinitely moans me) 
Intends to marry my ſole Heir, Clariſſa, 
To the Head Branch of the other Faction. 
Prof. ? Tis the mean to work Reconcilement. 
Aber. Between whom? | 
Prof. Your ſelf and the worthy Baptiſta, 
rs, Alber. Never. (Friendſhip, 
| Proſ. O you have been of a noble and remarkable 
And by this Match 'tis generally in Florence 
Hop'd, *rwill fu'ly be reconcil'd ; to me 
ol, Ae x 'T would 


" 


FP th' way of Marriage, by the poor Biancæ 


_ Give me a noble Grave. | 
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Twould be abſolute Content. a 
Jul. And to my ſelf, I have main Intereſt in it. 
Alber. Noble Sir, you may command my Heart to break 
for yol,, _.. 
But never to bend that way; poor Ceſario, 
When thou put'ſt on thy mournful Willow-Garland, 
Thy Enemy ſhall be ſuited, I do vow, 
In the ſame Livery, my Ceſario 
Lov'd as my foſter Child, though not my Son, 
Which in ſome Countries formerly were barbarous, 
Was a Name held moſt affectionate; thou art loſt, 
Unfortunate young Man, not only lighted 
Where thou receiv'dſt thy Breeding, but ſince ſcorn'd 


The Inn-Keeper's Daughrer. 
Prbſ. I have heard of that too; 
But let not that afflict you; for this Lady 
May happily deliver at more Leaſure 
A Circumſtance may draw a fair Event, 
Better than you can hope for. 
For this woe e we * 5 leave you; 
And ſhall viſit you again within theſe two Hours, 
Enter Ceſario. a 
Aber. Ever to me moſt welcome, — O my C?/aris. 
Ceſa. J am none of yours, Sir, ſo tis proteſted 
And I humbly beg, | 
Since *tis not in your Power to preſerve me 
Any longer in a noble Courſe of Life, 
Give me a worthy Death. 
Alber. The Youth is mad. NEE? 
Ceſa. Nay, Sir, I will inſtruct you in a way 
To kill me honourably. 
Alber. That were moft ſtrange. 
Ceſa. 1 am turning Pirate, You may be employ'd 
By the Duke to fetch me in; and ina Sea-fight 


Alber. Queftionleſs he's mad: I would give any Doctor 
A thouſand Crowns to free him from this Sorrow. 
Ceſa. Here's the Phy ficiatm— [Shews a . 


F =, 
1 
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Alber. Hold, Sir, I did ſay 


To free you from the Sorrow, not from Life. 
Ceſa. Why Life and Sorrow are unſeparable. 
Alber. Be comforted Cefario, Mentioole 

Shall not marry Clarifſa. 

Cefa. No Sir, &er he ſhall, 11 kill him. 

Alber. But you forfeit your own Lite then. 
Ceſa. That's worth nothing. . 
Alber. Cefario, be thy ſelf, be mine Cſaria: 

Make not thy felt uncapable of that Portion 

I have full purpoſe to confer upon thee, 

By falling into Madneſs; bear thy Wrongs 

With noble Patience, the afflicted's Friend, 


Which ever in all Actions crowns the end. 


\ 


* 


ceſa. You well awak'd me, nay recover d me 
Both to Senſe and full Life, 6 moſt noble Sir, 
Though I have loſt my Fortune, and loft you 
For a worthy Father; yet 1 will not loſe 
My former Virtue, my Integrity 
Shall not yet forſake me; but as the wild Ivy 
Spreads and thrives better in ſome pitious Ruin 
Of Tower, or defac'd Temple, than it docs 
Planted by a new Building; fo ſhall I 
Make my Adverfity my Inſtrument 
To wind me up into a full Content. 
Alber. Tis worthily reſolv'd; our firſt Adventure 
Is to ſtop the Marriage; for thy other Loſſes, 
Practis'd by a Woman's Malice, but account them 
Like Conjurers Winds rais'd to a fearful Blaſt, 
And do ſome Miſchief, but do never laſt. [ Exenn. 
Enter Foroboſco and Clo. 
Clown. Now, Sir, will you not acknowledge that 1 
have mightily advanc'd your Practice? 
the 'Tis confeſt, and I will make thee a great Man 
or't. 
Clowy, I take a Courſe to do that my ſelf, for Idrink 
dack in abundance. 1 
Foro. O my rare Raſcal! We muſt remove. 
Clown. Whither? 


Foro. Any whither: Europe is too little to be cozen'd by 


E. 3 1153 


[1 
# 
* x 
it 
7 


3 
"4 
+ WW! 
i : 
WI || 
MM! 
Th 
2 e 
I'S, 43 
o U. " 
. 
* 
i ih 
| 1 
. [ 7 
1 i 
1 q D i 
n " 
"4 
N 24 
ö it l 
B44) 
— 
1 14 * 
1 q * 
| 3%, ont 
: . * +, 
| 3, P; 
W . 
414 
ii 
AP 11:47 
1 qi. 14 
BOWL !'; 
* 
* 
14 
Fo: 
E 
7% 
[2 45 [i 
« l 
1 * 
N q: 
1 4 
. 
Wh! 
r 
. 
W 
* 
p o : 
y 
EO & 
- 1 
1 71 
* 21 
* 75. 
Y wil 
© HOEY 
'z 
4s . 
* = V4. 
4 - 
1 
1 „ 
N oy 4 
=o 
wv 
2 1 
; 
* 
# Nn 
11 
. 
j ec 
1 Res 
Ke „ N 
11 Rn 
; TT 
* "9 1 1 
2 
F 
3 a7 b 
18 F 
4 1 * 
11 +304" 
* : - i 
2 
N . 1 
* 
ieee. 
l ir; 
x tg 
1. 1 
4. Ft; 
15 ATED? 
Fa: r 1 
1 * N . 
y 4: 
- 
84 4 
' it 44 
£5 
4 # 
N. 
' #64 
1 
, \ 
war 
4 þ is 
' RT. 
W854 
1 
WS | . 
N 
} . 
* L 
1 5 q 
= < G 
A » K3 
ME + 
rf * 8 
CH ; 
„ 
wy ; 
{\% % N 
1. x 
: 1" 
1 5 
133 
1 
* 
yt 
"» To 
* 
5 


= « tn — 212 — 
— — II: 8 — — — — — 


a a 5 ; 
ON p P * — hv — rer rr 8 * 7 E 
"__ _ - 2 ' : — 5 CS RL —ů4ß — 2 ̃ 32. apy pF: him” # 
— 5 - : - ? x PR wm MA - — 8 8 - — 5 
E - OE aL . o - CY”... > Pe en nas ue 
" 4 ——  — — we e — - 2 - 
—— — : — - — N - 
r Se Nr GY pe ee _—_— © 1 — s 
„ —. D a. — — x 2 
4 5 ; - 4a _ _ — 2 3 1 — * 2 22 < = 
Z : nets = R ef 3 Dy > an — — 5 - > — 2 
— HE EEG — * IS . b | 2 7 iin . r We: 
_ a y l - . £ — * — Py r „ Tr AIe. _ 35 K — a n r r 


5 - 
— — 
— — — — 


— ee . > 

* 9% * — 2 4 2 m___ 8 * 22 
Jas) «> * 8 

— 8 a an A Pre — 2 


. CATH. SE 
— — 
— my 


m * „ 4 = 
74 => n 
* up”, * "Bat" 


_ _ 
- „* 
—_— = 4 
— FW 5 — - — 


3522 The Fair Maid of the Inn. 


us, I am ambitious to go to the Eaſt-- Indies, thouand I to 
ride on our Brace of Elephants. 

Clown. And for my part I long to be in England again; 
you will never get ſo much as in England; we have ſhifted 
many Countries, and many Names, but trance the World 
over you ſhall never purſe up ſo much Gold as when you 
were in England, and call d your {elf Doctor Lambe-ſlones, 
Foro. Twas an atractive Name I confeſs, Women 
were then my only Admirers. 


Clown. And all their Viſics were either to further their 
Luſt, or revenge Injuries. 

Foro. You ſhould have forty in a Morning beleaguer 
my Cloſet, and ſtrive who ſhould be cozen'd firſt; a- 
mongſt fourſcore love- ſick Waiting-Women that has 

come to me in a Morning to learn what Fortune ſhould 
betide them in their firſt Marriage, I have found above 
ninety four to have loſt their Maidenheads. 
Clown, By their own Confeſſion; but J was fain to 

be your Male Midwife, and work it out of them by 
Circumſtance. 

Foro. Thou waſt, and yet for all this frequent Reſort 
of Women, and thy handling of their Urinals and their 
Caſes, chou art not given to Letchery, what ſhould be 
the Reaſon of it? Thou haſt wholſome Fleſh enough 
about thee; methinks the Devil ſhould tempt thee to't. 

Clown. What need he do that, when he makes me 
his Inſtrument to tempt others. 

Foro. Thou canſt not chuſe but utter thy rare good 
Parts; thou waſt an excellent Bawd 1 acknowledge. 

Clown, Well, and what I have done that way, I wil 
ſpare to ſpeak of all you and I have done, Sir, and 
though we ſhould ; 

Foro. We will for England, that's for certain. 

Clown. We ſhall never want there. 

Foro. Want? Their Court of Wards ſhall want Mo- 
ny firſt; for I profeſs my ſelf Lord Paramount over 
Fools and mad Folks. 


Clown. Do but ſtore your ſelf with Lies enough :gaink 
you come thither. 


7010. 
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Foro. Why that's all the familiarity l ever had with the 
Devil, my gift of lying, they ſay he's the Father of lies; 
and though I cannot conjure, yet I profeſs my ſelf to be 
one of his poor Goſhps. I will now reveal to thee a rare 
piece of Service. 

Quan. W hat is it my moſt worſhipfal Doctor Lamb- 
ones Nb 5 5 
} Foro. There is a Captain come lately from Sea, 

They call Proſper, I ſaw him this Morning 

Through a chink of Wainſcot that divides my Lodging, 
And the Hoſt of the Houle, withdraw my Holt, and He- 
ſtels, the fair Biancha, and an ancient Gentlewoman into 
their Bed-chamber; I could not over-hcar their Confe- 
rence, but I ſaw ſuch a maſs of Gold and Jewels, and 
when he had done he loek'd it up into a Casket 3 great _ 
joy there was amongſt them, and forth they are gone in- 
to the City, and my Hoſt told me at his going forth he 
thought he ſhould not return till aſter Supper: Now, Sir, 
in their abſence will we fall to our Pick-locks, enter the 
Chamber, ſeize the Jewels, make an eſcape from Florence, 
and we are made for ever. | 

Clown, But if they ſhould go to a true Conjurer, and 
fetch us back in a Whirl-wind? 

Foro. Do not believe there is any ſuch fetch in Aſtrolo- 
995 and this may be a means to make us live honeſt here- 
aſter. | 
Clown. *Tis but an ill Road to't that lies through the 
high way of Thieving. | 

Foro, For indeed I am weary of this trade of Fortune- 
telling; and mean to give all over, when I come into 
England, for it is a very ticklith quality. 

Clown, And i th' end will hang by a twine thread. 

Foro. Beſides the Iſland has too many of the Profeſii-n, 
they hinder on another's Market. 

Clown. No, no, the Pillory hinders their Market. 

Foro. You know there the juggling Captain. 

Clown. Ay, there's a ſure Card. e 

Foro. Only the Foreman of their Jury is dead, but he 


dyed like a Roman. 
ö n E. 4 i Clown, 
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Bur fad in event; it was not Hate 


4 


Clown. Elſe 'tis thought he had made work for che 
Hang-man. | ( quaſht to0, 
Fino. And the very Ball, of your falſe Prophets, hes 
Clown. He did meaſure the Stars with a fal ſe Yard, and 
may now travel to Rome, with a Morter on's Head, to 
ſee if he can recover his Mony that way. 
Foro. Come, come, let's fiſh for this Casket, and to 
Sca preſently. 
Clown. We ſhall never reach London, I fear; 
My Mind runs ſo much of hanging, landing at Wapping, 
5 Ha x” Exeunt. 
Enter Mariana. 
Mar. This well may be a day of Joy long-wiſh'd for 
To my Clariſſa, ſhe is innocent, | 
Nor can her Youth but with an open Boſom > 
Meet Hymer's pleaſing Bounties; but to me, 
That am inviron'd with black Guilt and Horror, 
It docs appear a Funeral, though promiſing much 
In the Conception were hard to manage 


Bur fond Indulgence in me to preſerve 
Ceſario's threatned life in open Court 
Then forc'd me to diſclaim him, chuſing rather 
To rob him of his Birth-right, and Honour, 
Than ſuffer him to run the hazard of 
Inrag'd Baptiſtas Fury, while he lives; 
1 know I have a Son, and the Duke's Sentence 
A while deluded, and this Tempeſt over, 
W hen he aſſures himſelf Deſpair hath ſeiz'd him, 
ICON erk within. 
| Enter Baptiſta. . 
can relieve and raiſe him Speak, who is it 
That preſſes on my Privacies? Sir, your pardon, 
You cannot come unwelcome, though it were 
To read my ſecret Thoughts. 
Bap. Lady % n.. 
Mine ſhall be ever open; Lady ſaid II 
That Name keeps too much diſtance, Siſter rather 
I ſhould have ſtil'd you, and I now may claim it, 
Since our divided Families are made one 
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py this bleſſed Marriage; to whole Honour comes 
The Duke in Perſon, waited on by all 
The braveries of his Court, to witnels it, 
And then to be our Gueſts ; is the Bride ready 
To meet and entertain him? 
Mar. She attends the coming of your Son. 
Bap. Pray you bring her forth. 
The Duke's at hand Muſick, in her loud Voice, 
Speaks his arrival. 
Mar. She's prepar'd to meet it. [ Exit, 
Enter Mariana, Clariſſa led by two Maids : at the other Door, 
Baptiſta meets with Mentivole led by two (ourtiers, the 
Duke, Biſhop : divers Attendants : A Song, whilſt they 
ſalute, 3 
Duke. It were impertinent to with you Joy, 
Since all Joys dwell abou you, Hymen's Torch 
Was never lighted with a luckier Omen. 
Nor burnt with ſo much Splendor; to defer 
With fruitleſs Compliment, the means to make 
Your certain Pleaſures lawful to the World, 
Since in the Union of your Hearts they are 
Confirm'd already, would but argue us 
A Boaſter of our favours; to the Temple, 
And there the ſacred Knot once ty'd, all Triumphs 
Our Dukedom can afford, ſhall grace your Nuptials. 
Enter Alberto and Ceſario. 5 
Bap. On there. 
Ment. | hope it is not in the power 
Of any to croſs us now. 
Alb. But in the Breath 
Of a wrong'd Father, I forbid the Banes. 
Ceſa. M hat, do you ſtand at gaze? 
Bap. Riſen from the dead! 
Mar. Although the Sea had vom ited up the Figure 
In which thy better Part liv'd long impriſon d, 
True Love, deſpiſing Fear, runs thus to mect it. 
dla. In Duty I kneel to it. 
Alb. Hence vile Wretches, 
To you 1 am a Subſtance incorporeal, 
And not to be prophan'd with your vile Touch, 
That cou d ſo ſoon forget me; but ſuch things Are 
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Are neither worth my Anger, nor Reproof. 
To you, great Sir, I turn my ſelf, and theſe 
Immediate Miniſters of your Government 
And if in my rude Language I tranſgreſs, 
Aſcribe it to the cold remembrance of 
My Services, and not my rugged Temper. 
Duke. Speak freely, be thy Language ne er ſo bitter, 
To ſee thee ſafe, Albertus, figns thy Pardon. 
Alber. My Pardon? I can need none, if it be not 
Receiv'd for an Offence, I tamely bear 
Wrongs, which a Slave-born Auſcovitèe would check at, | 
Why if for Treaſon I had been deliver'd 
Up to the Hangman's Ax, and this dead Trunk 
Unworthy of a Chriſtian Sepulchre ; 
Expos'd a Prey to feed the ravenous Vulture, 
The Memory of the much I oft did for you, 
Had you bur any touch of Gratitude, 
Or thought of my deſervings, would have ſtopp'd you 
From theſe unjuſt Proceedings. Te 
Duke. Hear the Motives that did induce us. 
Alber. J have heard them all, 
Your Highneſs Sentenee, the whole Court abus'd, 
By the Perjuries and Practice of this Woman. 
(Weepeſt thou Crocodile) my hopeful Son, 
Whom [I dare ſwear mine own, degraded of 
The Honours that deſcend to him from me: 
And from that, in his Love ſcorn'd by a Creature 
Whoſe baſe Birth, though made eminent by her Beauty, 
Might well have mark'd her out Ceſario's Servant: 
All this I could have pardon'd and torgot; 
Bur that my Daughter with my whole Eſtate 
So hardly purchas'd, is aſſign'd a Dower, 
To one whoſe Father, and whoſe Family 
I ſo deteſt; that I would loſe my Eſſence, 
And be transformed to a Baſiliske 
To look them dead, to me's an Injury 
Admits no Satisfaction. 
Bap. There's none offer'd. 
Alber. Nor would not be accepted, 
Though upon thy Knees *twere tender d. 
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Mar. Now the Storm grows high. 
Bap. But that I thought thee dead, and in thy Death 

The briny Ocean had entomb'd thy Name 

| would have ſought a Wife in a Bordello 

For my Mentivole, and gladly hugg'd 

Her ſpurious Iſſue as my lawful Nephew's, 

Before his Blood ſhould e' er have mix'd with thine; 

So much I ſcorn it. (tract. 
Aber. Vl not bandy words, but thus diſſolve the Con- 
Bap. There I meet thee, and ſeize on what's mine own. 
Alber. For all my Service, 

Great Sir, grant me the Combat with this Wretch, 

That I may ſcourge his Inſolence. 

Bap. I kneel for it. 
chſa. And to approve my ſelf Alberto's Son, 

I' be his Second upon any odds, 

'Gainſt him that dare moſt of Bapriſta's Race. 

Ment, Already upon honourable Terms, 
In me thou haſt mer thy Better, for her ſake 
III add no more. 
Alber. Sir, let our Swords decide it. 
Mar, Oh ſtay, Sir, and as you would hold the Title 
Of a juſt Prince, e'er you grant Licence to 


Theſe Mad-mens fury, lend your private Ear 
To the moſt diſtreſs'd of Women. 


Duke. Speak, tis granted. ¶ He takes Mariana afide. 


Cla. In the mean time, let not Clariſſa be 
A patient Looker on, though as yet doubtful 
To whom to bend her Knee firſt, yet to all 
I ſtoop thus low in Duty, and would waſh 
The duft of fury with my Virgin Tears, 
From his bleſs'd Feet, and make them beautiful 
That would move to conditions of peace, 
Though with a Snail-like pace; they all are wing'd 
To bear you to Deſtruction: Reverend Sirs, 
Think on your ancient Friendſhip cemented 
With fo much Blood, but ſhed in noble Action, 
Divided now in paſſion for a brawl], 
The Makers bluth to own; much lov'd Cæſario, 
Brother, or Friend, (each Title may prevail.) 
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Remember with what tenderneſs from our Childhood 
We lov'd together, you preferring me e 
Before your ſelf, and I fo fond of you 
That it begot ſuſpicion in ill Minds, 
That our Affection was inceſtuous. 
Think of that happy time, in which I know 
That with your deareſt Blood you had prevented 
This ſhower of Tears from me; Mentivole, 
My Husband, regiſtred in that bright Star- chamber, 
Though now on Earth made Strangers, be the example 
And offer in one hand the peaceful Olive 
Of Concord, or if that can be denied 
By powerful Interceſſion in the other 
Carry the Hermian Rod, and force Atonement, 
Now we will not be all Marble. Death's the worſt then, 
And he ſhall be my Bridgegroom. [Offers to Fill ber ſelf, 
Ment. Hold, Clariſſa, his loving Violence needs muſt 
Offer in ſpite of Honour 
77 [ He ſnatehes away ber Knife, and fets it 10 
. | bis own Breaſt, ſbe ſtays his Hand. 
Duke. Was it to that end then, on your Religion? 
Mar. And my hope in Heav'n, Sir. 
Duke. We then will leave Intreaties, and make uſe 
Of our Authority; muſt I cry Ah- me 
To this unheard-of Inſolence? In my Preſence 
To draw your Swords, and as all Reverence 
That's due to Majeſty were forfeited, 
Cheriſh this Wildneſs ! ſheath them inftantly, 
And ſhewan Alteration in your Looks, or by my Power---- 
Alber. Cut off my Head. Man. 
Bap. And mine, rather than hear of Peace with this bad 
I'll not alone give up my Throat, but ſuffer 
Vour Rage to reach my Family. 
Enter Proſpero, Juliana and Biancha. 
Alber. And my Name to be no more remembred. 
Duke. What are theſe? 
Ceſa. Biancha, tis Biancha, ſtill Biaucha: but ſtrange- 
ly alter d. „%% ate Ron 
Bap. If that thirteen Years 
Of abſcnce could raze from my Memory Th 
. * . 0 
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The Figure of my Friend, I might forget thee ; 
But if thy Image be graven on my Heart, 
Thou art my Proſpero. 
proſ. Thou my Baptiſta. 
Duke. A ſudden change! 
Bap. I dare not ask, dear Friend, 
If Juliana live ! for that's a Bleſſing 
I am unworthy of; but yet deny not 
To let me know the place ſhe hath made happy, 
By having there her Sepulchre. 

Prof. If your Highnels pleaſe to vouchſafe a patient 
Ear, we ſhall make a true Relation of a Story 
That ſhall call on your Wonder. 

Duke. Speak, we hear you. 

Proſ. Baptiſta's Fortune in the Genoua Court, 
His Baniſhment, with his fair Wife's reſtraint, 

You are acquainted with; what ſince hath follow'd 
I fairhfully will deliver. E'er eight Moons 

After Baptiſta's abſence were compleat, 

Fair Juliana found the Pleaſures, that 

They had enjoy'd together, were not barren, 

And bluſhing at the burthen of her Womb, 

No Father near to own it, it drew on 

A violent Sickneſs, which calld down Compaſſion 
From the angry Duke, then carcful of her Health. 
Phyſicians were enquir'd of, and their Judgment 
Preſcrib'd the Baths of Luca as a means 

For her Recovery ; to my Charge it pleas'd her 

To be committed; but as on the way 


Came thick upon her, in a private Village. 

Bap. She died? 

Prof. Have patience : She brought to the World 
A hopeful Daughter ; for her Body's ſickneſs 
It ſoon decay*d, but the grief of her Mind 
Hourly increas'd, and Life grew tedious to her, 
And deſperate e' er to ſee you; ſhe enjoin'd me 
To place her in a Greekiſh Monaſtery, 

And to my care gave up her pretty Daughter. 


We journey'd, thoſe Throws, only known to Women, 


Bap. 
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Bapt. What Monaſtery? as a Pilgrim bare-foor, 
I'll ſearch it out. 
Proſ. Pray you interrupt me not, 
Now to my Fortunes; the Girl well diſpos'd|ofs 
With a faithful Friend of mine, my cruel Fate 
Made mea Priſoner to the Turkiſh Galleys, 
W here for twelve Years theſe hands tugg'd at the Oar; 
But Fortune tir'd at length with my AMictions, 
Some Ships of Maltha met the Ottoman Fleet, 
Charg'd them, and boarded them, and gave me freedom. 
With my Deliverers I ſerv'd, and got 
Such Reputation with the Great Maſter, 
That he gave me Command over a tall 
And luſty Ship. where my firſt happy Service 
Was to redeem Alberto, rumour'd dead. 
But was like me ſurpriz'd by Cortugog ly. 
Alber. I would I had died there. 
Proſ. And from him learnin 
Baptiſta liv'd, and their diſſolv'd Friendſhip, 
I hois'd up Sails for Greece, found Juliana 
A Votary at her Beads; having made known 
Both that you liv'd, and where you were, the borrow'd 
So much from her Devotion, as to wiſh me 
To bring her to you; if the Object pleaſe you, 
With joy receive her. 
Bap. Rageand Fury leave me [Throws away bis Sword. 
1 am fo full of Happineſs, there's no room left 
To entertain you ; oh my long loſt Jewel, 
Light of mine Eyes, my Soul's ſtrength. 
Ful. My beſt Lord, having embrac'd you thus, 
Death cannot fright me. | 
Bap. Live long to do ſo, though I ſhould fix here. 
Pardon me, Proſpero, tho' I enquire my Daughter's For- 
Proſ. That your Happineſs (tune. 
May be at all parts perfect, here ſhe is ! 
Ceſ. Biancha, Daughter to a Princeſs. 
Prof. True; with my faithful Hoſt I left her, 7 
And with him 'till now ſhe hath reſided, 
Ignorant both of her Birth and Greatneſs. 
Bap. Oh my bleſt one. Joy upon Joy o'crwhelms 2 
AK. 
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Duke. Above wonder. 
Alb. I do begin to melt too, this ſtrange Story 
Works much upon me. 
Duke. Since it hath pleas'd Heaven 
To grace us with this Miracle, I that am 
Heaven's Inſtrument here, determine thus; Albertus, 
Be not unthankful for the Bleſſings ſhown you, 
Nor you, Baptiſta; Diſcord was yet never 
A welcome Sacrifice; therefore, Rage laid by, 
Embrace as Friends, and let paſs'd Difference 
Be as a Dream forgotten. 
Bap. Tis to me. 
Alber. And me, and thus confirm it. 
Duke. And to tye it | 
In Bonds not to be broken, with the Marriage 
Of young Mentivole and fair Clariſſa, 
So you conſent, great Lady, your Biancha 
Shall call Cæſario Husband. 
Jul. *Tis a motion | gladly yield to. 
Ceſ. One in which you make a {ad Man happy. 
[ Offers to kneel. 
Bian. Kneel not, all forgiven. 
Duke. With the Duke your Uncle I will make Atone- 
ment, and will have no denial. 
Enter Hoſt, Foroboſco, Clown, and Officers. 
Mar. Let this day be {till held ſacred. 
Hoſt. Now if you can conjure, let the Devil unbind 
ou. 
4 Foro, We are both undone. 
Clown. Already we feel it. 
Hoſt. Juſtice, Sir. 
Duke, What are they? 
Prof. 1 can reſolve you, Slaves freed from the Galleys 
By the Viceroy of Sicilia. 
Duke. What's their Offence ? 
Hoſt. The robbing me of all my Plate and Jewels, 
I mean the attempting of it. 
Clown. Pleaſe your Grace, I will now diſcover this Var- 
let in earneſt, this honeſt peſtilent Rogue profets d the 


Art of conjuring, but all the Skill that ever he had inthe 
black 


2 
* * — 
 M 
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black Art, was in making a Sea-colefire; only with wear. 
ing ſtrange ſhapes, he begor Admiration amongſt Fools 
and Women. 

Foro. Wilt thou peach, thou Varlet? 

Duke. W hy does he goggle with his Eyes, and ſtalk (6? 

Clown. This is one of his Magical Raptures. 

Foro, I do vilifie your Cenſure, you demand if I am gui]. 
ty, whir ſays my Cloak by a trick of Legerdemain, now 
I am not guilty, I am guarded with Innocence, pure 

Silver Lace I affure you. 

Clown. Thus have I read to you your Virtues, which 
notwithſtanding 1 would not have you proud of. 

Foro, Out thou concealment of Tallow, and counter- 
feit Mummia. 1 | 
Dufte. To the Gallies with them both. 

Clown. The only Sea-phy ſick for a Knave, is to be baſted 
ina Gally, with the Oil of a Bull's Peeſel. 

Foro. And will not you make a ſour Face at the ſame 
Sauce, Sirrah ? I hope to find thee ſo lean in one Fortnight, 
thou mayſt be drawn by the Ears through the Hoop of 
a Firkin. | 
Due. Divide them, and away with them to th' Gallies, 

Clown, This will take down your Pride, Juggler. 

Duke. This Day that bath given Birth to Bleſſings be- 
yond hope, admits no criminal Sentence: To the Temple, 
and there with humbleneſs, praiſe Heav'ns Bounties ; 
For Bleſſings ne'er deſcend from thence, but when 
A Sacrifice in Thanks aſcends from Men. | Exeunt Umne:: 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


x ME N. 
UPID. 
| A __u Leontius, The old Dake of Lycia. 
Leucippus, Son to the Duke. 
Iſmenus, Nephew to the Duke. 
Telamon, A Lycian Lord. 


Dorialus, 
Agenor, Courtiers. 


Niſus, 
| Timantus, A villainous Sycophant. 
| The Prieft of Cupid, 
Four young Men and Maids. 25 
| | — ſent in Commiſſion to pull down Cupid's 
1 Image. 25 
| Zoilus, Leucippus's Dwarf. 
= Four Citizens. 
1 Hidaſpes, Daughter to the Duke. 


Cleophila and Hero, her Attendants. 
Bacha, A Strumpet. 
Urania, Her Daughter. 
Bacha's Maid. 
 Urania's Maid. 

* Servants and Attendants. 
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ACTI SCENEL 


Enter Dorialus, Agenor and Niſus. 


AGENOR. 


RUST me, my Lord Dorialus, I had miſs'd 
Z@2=| of this, if you had not call'd me; I thought 
the Princeſs's Birth- day had been to mor- 
row. 

 Nif. Why, did your Lordſhip ſleep 
out the Day. CI = 

Dor. 1 maryel what the Duke meant to make ſuch an 
idle Vow. SO 

Mi. Idle, why? 8 

Dor. Is't not idle, to ſwear to grant his Daughter 
any thing ſhe ſhall ask on her Birth- day? the may ask an 
impoſſible thing; and I pray Heav'n ſhe do not ask an 
unfit thing, at one time or other; 'tis dangerous truſting 
a Man's Vow upon the Diſcretion on's Daughter. 

Agen. I wonder moſt at the Marquis her Brother, who 
is ran vehemently forward to have her Deſires gran- 
ted. 

Dor. He's acquainted with 'em before. 

Agen. She's doubtleſs very chaſte and virtuous 

Dor. So is Leucippus her Brother. 

Niſ. She's twenty Year old, I wonder 
She ask not a Husband. =O 
Vol. VII. F 2 Dor, 
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Art thou prepar'd to ask, thou knoweſt 
My Oath will force Performance. 


* 
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Dor. That were a folly in her, having refas'd all the 
Great Princes in one part of the World; 
She'll die a Maid. 
Age. She may ask but one, may ſhe? 
Niſ. A hundred times this Day if ſhe will; 
And indeed, every Day is ſuch a Day, for though 
The Duke has vow'd it only on this Day, | 
He keeps it every Day; he can deny 
Her nothing. [ Cornets, 
Enter Hidaſpes, Leucippus, Leontius, Timantus, 
| and 'Tellamond. 
Leon. Come fair Hidaſpes, thou art 
Dutcheſs to Day; 5 


And Leucippus, if ſhe now ask ought that ſhall, 
Or would have Performance | 
After my Death, when by the help of Heav'n 
This Landis thine, accurſed be thy Race, 
May every one forget thou art my Son, 
And fo their own Obedience. 

Leu. Mighty Sir, 
I do not with to know that fatal Hour, 
That is to make me King; but if I do, 
I ſhall moſt haſtily, (and like a Son) 
Perform your Grant to all, chiefly to her. 
Remember that you ask what we 
Agreed upon. 

Leon. Are you prepar'd ? Then ſpeak. 
Hil. Moſt Royal Sir, I am prepar'd, 
Nor ſhall my Will exceed a Virgin's Bounds, 

W hart I requeſt ſhall both at once bring 
Me a full Content. | 
Leon. So it ever does: 
Thou only Comfort of my feeble Age, 
Make known thy good Deſire, 
For I dare ſwear thou lov'ſt me. 
Hid. This is it | beg, 
And on my Knees. The People of your Land, 
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The Lycians, are through all the Nations 
That know their Name, noted to have in uſe 
A vain and fruitleſs Superſtition; 
So much more hateful, that it bears the ſhew 
Of true Religion, and is nothing elſe 
But a falſe-pleaſing bold Laſciviouſneſs. 
Leon. What is it? 
Hid. Many Ages before this, 
When every Man got to himſelf a Trade, 
And was laborious in that choſen Courſe, 
Hating an idle Life, far worſe than Death: 
Some one that gave himſelf to Wine and Sloath, 
Which breed laſcivious Thoughts, 
And found himſelf conjoin'd 
For that by every painful Man, 
To take his ſtain away, fram'd to himſelf 
A God, whom he pretended to obey, 
In being thus diſhoneſt, for a Name 
He call'd him Cupid. This created God, 
Man's Nature being ever credulous 
Of any Vice that takes part with his Blood, 
Had ready Followers enow ; and ſince 
In every Age they grew, eſpecially 
Amongſt your Subjects, who do yet remain 
Adorers of that drow ſie Deity, 8 
Which Drink invented; and the winged Loy, 
(For ſo they call him) has his Sacrifhces. 
Theſe looſe naked Statues through the Land, 
And in every Village, nay the Palace 
Is not free from em. This is my Requeſt, 
Thar theſe erect obſcene Images 
May be pluckt down and burnr, and every Van 
That offers to em any Sacrifice, may loſe his Lite. 
Leon. But be advis'd my faireſt Daughter, 1: he be 
A God, he will expreſs it upon thee my Chi d: 
Which Heav'n avert. 
Leu. There is no ſuch Power: 
But the Opinion of him fills the Land 
With luſtful Sins; every young Man and Maid, 
That feel the leaſt Deſire to one another, 


F 3 Dare 
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Dare not ſuppreſs it, for they think it is 
Bind Cupid's motion; and he is a God. 
| eon. This makes our Youth unchaſte. Iam reſolv'd: 
Nephew I/menus, break the Statues down | 
He e in the Palace, and command the City 
Do the like, let Proclamations 
Be drawn, and haſtily ſent through the Land 
To rhe {ame purpoſe. 25 
Iſm. Sir, Iwill break down none my ſelf, 
But I will deliver your Command: 
Hand I will have none in't, for I like it not. 
Leon. Go and command it. Pleaſure of my Life, 
Wouldſt thou ought elſe? Make many thouſand Suits, 
They muſt and ſhall be granted. 
| Hid. Nothing elſe. Exit Iſmenus. 
i Leon. But go and meditate on other Suits, 
Some {ix days hence PI give thee Audience again, 
And by a new Oath, bind my ſelf to keep it: 
Ask largely for thy ſelf, dearcr than Life 
In whom I may be bold to call my ſelf, 
More fortunate than any in my Age, 
I will deny thee nothing. 
Len. *T was well done, Siſter. 
5 gg Exeunt all but the three Lords, 
Nif; How like you this Requeſt, my Lord? 
Tor. I know not yet, I am fo full of wonder, 
We ſhall be Gods our ſelves ſhortly, 
And we pull 'em out of Heav'n o' this faſhion, 
Age. We ſhall have Wenches now when we can 
Catch 'em, and we tranſgreſs thus. 

Niſ. And we abuſe the Gods once, tis a Juſtice 
We ſhould be held at hard Meat; for my part, 
Ell een make ready for mine own Affection, 

I know the God incenſt muſt ſend a hardneſs 
Through all good Womens Hearts, and then we have 
Brought our Eggs and Muskadine to a fair Market: 
Would I had giv'nan hundred Pound for a Toleration, 
That I might but uſe my Conſcience in mine 

Own Houſe, ' N 

Dor. The Duke he's old and paſt it, he would 
Never have brought ſuch a Plague upon the Land 1 : 


— 
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'Tis worſe than Sword and Famine: 

Yet to ſay Truth, we have deſerv'd it, we have liv*d 
So wickedly, every Man at his Livery, and wou'd that 
Wou'd have ſuffic'd us; we murmur'd at this 

Bleſſing, that was nothing; and cry'd out tothe 

God for endleſs Pleaſures, he heard us, 

And ſupplied us, and our Women were new ſtill 

As we neeu em; yet we like Beaſts till cry'd, 

Poor Men can number their woers, give us 
Abundance, we had it, and this Curic withal. 

Age. Beriady we are like to have a long Lem on't, 
Fleſh ſhall be Fleſh; now Gentlemen i had rather 
Have anger'd all the Gods, than that blind CGuaner. 

I remember once the People did but flight him 
In a Sacrifice, and what follow'd ? 
Women kept their Houles, grew good Huſwives, 
Honeſt forſooth? Was not that fine? 
Wore their own Faces, 
Though they wear gay Cloaths without ſurveying, 
And which was moft lamentable, 
They lov'd their Husbands. 
Niſ. I do remember it to my Grief, 
Young Maids were as cold as Cowcumbers 
And much of that Complexion : | 
Bawds were aboliſht; and, to which Miſery 
It muſt come again, 
There were no Cuckolds. 
Well, we had need pray to keep theſe 
Devils from us, ; ; 
The times grow miſchievous, 5 
There he goes, Lord! 
Enter one with an Image. 
This is a Sacrilege I have not heard of: 
Would 1 were gelt, that I might not 
Feel what follows. | 

Age. And I too. You ſhall ſee within theſe _ 
Few years, a fine confuſion i' th* Country, mark it: 
Nay, and we grow for to depoſe the Powers, 

And ſet up Chaſtity again, well, I have done. 


A fine new Goddeſs certainly, whoſe Bleſſings 5 3 Z 
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Are Hunger and hard Beds. 
Niſ. This comes of fulneſs, a Sin too frequent with us; 
I believe now we ſhall find ſhorter Commons. 
Dor. Would I were married, ſomewhat has ſome Sayour; 
The race of Gentry will quite run out now, 
*Tis only left to Husbands, if younger Siſters 
Take not the greater Charity, *tis lawful. 
Age. Well, let come what will come, 
I am but one, and as the Plague falls, 
I'll ſhape my ſelf: If Women will be honeſt, Pll be ſound, 
If the God be not too unmerciful, 
I'll take a little ſtill, where I can get it, 
And thank him, and ſay nothing. 
N.,. This ill Wind yet may blow the City good, 
And let them (if they can) get their own Children, 
They have hung long enough in doubt, but howſoever, 
The old way was the ſurer, then they had 'em. 
Dor. Farewel my Lords, I'll &en take up what Rent 
can before the Day, I fear the Year will fall out ill. 
Age. Well with you, Sir: And Love ſo favour us, 
As we are ſtill thy Servants. Come my Lords; 
Let's to the Duke, and tell him to what folly 
His doting now has brought him. [ Exeunt, 
Prieft of Cupid, with four young Men and Maids. 
Prieſt. Come my Children, let your Feet 
In an even Meaſure meet : 
And your chearful Voices riſe, 
For to preſent this Sacrifice; 
Lo great Cupid, in whoſe Name, 
I his Prieſt begin the ſame. 
Young Men take your Loves and kiſs, 
Thus our Cupid honour'd is. 
Kiſs again, and in your kiſſing, 
Let no Promiſes be miſſing: 
Nor let any Maiden here, 
Lare to turn away her Ear, 
Unto the whiſper of her Love, 
Bur give Bracelet, Ring, or Glove, 
As a token to her Sweeting, 
Of an after ſecret Meeting: 


Now 
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Now Boy ſing to ſtick our Hearts 
Fuller of great Eupid's Darts. 


SONG. 


Overs rejoice, your Pains ſhall be rewarded, 
L The God of Love himſelf grieves at your crying: 
No more ſhall frozen Honour be regarded, 
Nor the coy Faces of a Maid's denying. 
No more ſhall Virgins figh, and ſay we dare not, 
Por Men are falſe, and what they do they care not. 

All ſhall be well again, then do not grieve, 

Men ſhall be true, and Women ſhall believe. 


Lovers rejoice, what you ſhall ſay henceforth, 

When you have Caught your Sweet-hearts in your Arms, 
I: ſhall be accounted Oracle, and Worth: 

No more faint-hearted Girls ſhall dream of Harms, 

And cry they are too young. The God hath ſaid, 

Fifteen ſhall make a Mother of a Maid: 

Then wiſe Men, pull your Roſes yet unblown, 

Love hates the too ripe Fruit that falls alone. 


After a Meaſure, Enter Nilo and others. 


Nilo. No moreof this, here break your Rires for ever, 
The Duke commands it ſo: Prieſt, do not ſtare, 
I muſt deface your Temple, though unwilling, 
And your God Cupid here muſt make a Scare- crow 
For any thing I know, or at the beſt, 
Adorn a Chimney-piece. \ 

Prieft, Oh Sacrilege unheard of! 

Nilo. This will nor help it, takedown the Image 
And away with 'em. 
Prieſt, change your Coat you had beſt, all Service now 
Is given to Men : Prayers above their hearing 
Will prove bur Bablings; learn to lie and thrive, 
'Twill prove your beſt Profeſſion, for the Gods, 
He that lives by em now, muſt be a Bepgar. 
There's better Holineſs on Farth they ſay, 
Pray God it ask not greater Sacrifice. Go home, 
And if our God be not deaf as well as blind, 
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He will make ſome ſmoak for it, 
Gent. Sir = 7 . 
Nilo. Gentlemen, there is no talking, 

This muſt be done and ſpeedily; 

I have Commiſſion that I muſt not break. 
Gent, We are gone, to wonder what ſhall follow, 
Nilo. On to the next Temple. Eren. 

Cornets, Deſcendit Cupid. 
Cupid. Am] then ſcorn'd ? Is my all-doing Will 

And Power, that knows no limit, nor admits none, 

Now look'd into hy leſs than Gods? and weaken'd 

Am I, whoſe Bow ſtruck Terror through the Earth, 

No leſs than Thunder, and in this, exceeding 

Even Gods themſelves, whoſe Knees before the Altars 

Now ſhook off; and contemn'd by ſuch, whoſe Lives 

Are bur my Recreation! Anger riſe, 

My ſufferance and my {elf are made the ſubject 

Of Sins againſt us. Go thou out Diſpleaſure, 

Diſpleaſure of a great God, flying thy ſelf 

Through all this Kingdom; ſow what ever Evils 

Proud fleſh is taking eff, amongſt theſe Rebels; 

And on the firſt Heart chat deſpiſe my Greatneſs, 

Lay a ſtrange Miſery, that all may know 

Cupid's Revenge is mighty; with his Arrow 

Hotter than Plagues or mine own Anger, will I 

Now nobly right my ſelf; nor ſhall the Prayers 

Nor Smoake*bn my Altars hold my Hand, 

Till J have left this a moſt wretched Land. Krit. 

5 Enter Hidaſpes and Cleophila. 
Hid. Cleophila, what was he that went hence? 
Cleo, What means your Grace now ? 
Hid. 1 mean.that handſome Man, 

That ſomething more than Man I met at Door. 

Cleo. Here was no handſome Man. 

Hid. Come, he's ſome one 

You would preſerve in private, but you want 

Cunning to do it, and my Eyes are ſharper 
Than yours, and can with one neglecting Glance 
See all the Graces of a Man. Who was't ? 

Cleo, That went hence now? | 
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Hid. That went hence now, ay, he 
Cleo. Faith here was no ſuch one as your Grace thinks. 
Zoilus your Brother's Dwarf went out but now. 
Hid. I think 'twas he; how bravely he paſt by ; 
Is he not grown a goodly Gentleman? 
Cleo, A goodly Gentleman, Madam ? 
He is the moſt deformed Fellow i'th' Land. 
Hid. Oh Blaſphemy; he may perhaps to thee 
Appear deform'd, for he is indeed | 
Unlike a Man; his Shape and Colours are 
Beyond the Art of Painting; he is like 
Nothing that we have ſcen, yet doth reſemble 
Apollo, as I oft have fancied him, 
When riſing from his Bed, he ſtirs himſelf, 
And ſhakes Day from his Hair. | 
Cleo. He reſembles Apollo's Recorder. 
Hid. Cleophila, go ſend a Page for him, 
And thou ſhalt ſee thy Error, and repent. [Exit Cleo. 
Alas, what de I feel, my Blood rebels, 
And I am one of thoſe I us'd ro ſcorn, 
My Maiden-thoughts are fled againſt my {elf : 
I harbour Traitors in my Virginity, 
That from my Childhood kept me Company, 
Is heavier than I can endure to bear; 
Forgive me Cipid, for thou art a God, 
And Ja wretched Creature; I have ſinn'd, 
But be thou merciful, and grant that yet 
I may enjoy what thou wilt have me, Love. 
Enter Cleophila and Zoilus. 
Zoilus 18 here, Madam. 
Hid. He's there indeed. 
Now be thine own Judge; ſee thou worſe than Mad, 
Is he deformcd? look upon thoſe Eyes, 
That let all Pleaſure out into the World, 
Unhappy that they cannot ſee themſelves; . 
Look on his Hair, that like ſo many Beams, 
Streaking the Eaſt, ſhoot Light o'er half the World; 
Look on him altogether, who is made | 
As if two Natures had Contention 1 0 
About their Skill, and one had brought forth him. = 
&O0{tb, 
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Zoil. Ha, ha, ha; Madam, though Nature 
Hath not given me ſo much 
As others in my outward ſhew; 
I bear a Heart as loyal unto you 
In this unſightly Body (which you pleaſe 
To make your Mirth) as many others do 
That are far more befriended in their Births; 
Yet I could wiſh my ſelf much more deformed 
Than yet I am, fo I might make your Grace 
More * than you are. Ha, ha, ha. 
Hid. Beſhrew me then if I be merry; 
But I'm content whilſt thou art with me: 
Thou that art my Saint: 
By hope of whoſe mild favour I do live 
To tell thee fo: I pray thee ſcorn me not; 
Alas what can it add unto thy Worth 
To triumph over me, that am a Maid, 
Without deceit? whoſe Heart doth guide her Tonguc, 
Drown'd in my Paſſions; yet I will take leave 
To call it Reaſon that I dote on thee. : 
Cleo. The Princeſs is beſides her Grace think, 
To talk thus with a Fellew that will hardly 
Serve 1th? dark when one is drunk. 
Hid. What Anſwer wilt thou give ne? 
Zoil. If it pleaſe your Grace to jeſt on, I can abide i. 
Hid. If it be Jeſt, not to eſteem my Life, 
Compar'd with thee: If it be Jeſt in me, 
To hang a thouſand Kiſſes in an Hour 
Upon thoſe Lips, and take em off again; 
If it be Jeſt for me to marry thee, 
And take Obedience on me whilſt I live; 
Then all I fay is Jeſt : 
For every part of this, I ſwear by thoſe 
That ſee my Thoughts, I am reſolv'd to do. 
And l beſeech thee, by thine own white Hand, 
(W hich Pardon me, that I am bold to kiſs 
With ſo unworthy Lips) that thou wilt (wear 
'To marry me, as I do here to thee, 
Eefore the Face of Heav'n. 
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Zoil. Marry you? Ha, ha, ha. 

Hid. Kill me or grant, wilt thou not ſpeak at all? 

Zoil. Why 1 will do your Will for ever. 

Hid. 1 ask no more; but let me kiſs that Mouth 

That is ſo merciful; that is my Will; 

Next go with me before the King in haſte, 

That is my Will; where 1 will make our Peers 

Know, that thou art their Better. 

Zoil. Ha, ha, ha, that is fine, ha, ha, ha. 

Cleo. Madam, what means your Grace? 

Conſider for the Love of Heav'n to what 

You run madly z will you take this Viper 

Into your Bed? - 

Hid. Away, hold off thy Hands; 

Strike her ſweet Zoilus, for it is my Will, 

Which thou haſt ſworn to do. 

Zoil. Away for ſhame. 

Know you no manners? Ha, ha, ha. [ Exe. 
Cleo. Thou know'ſt none I fear. | 

This is juſt Cpid's Anger; Venus look down mildly on 

us: And command thy Sen to ſpare this Lady once, and 

let me be in Love with all; and none in Love with me. 


: [ Exit. 
Enter Iſmenus and Timantus, 

Tim, 1s your Lordſhip for the Wars this Summer? 

Iſm. Timantus, wilt thou go with me? 

Tim. If had a Company, my Lord. 

Iſm. Of Fidlers ; Thoua Company? (olds; 

No, no, keep thy Company at home, and cauſe Cuck- 

The Wars will hurt thy Face, there's no Semſters, 

Shoomakers, nor Taylors, nor Almond-milk i'th' Mor- 

Nor poach'd Eggs to keep your Worſhip ſoluble, (ning, 

No Man to warm your Shirt, and blow your Roſes : 

Nor none to reverence your round lace Breeches 

If thou wilt needs go, and go thus, 


Get a Caſe for thy Captainſhip, a Shower will ſpoil thee 
Thus much for thee. (elſe. 


Tim. Your Lordſhip's wondrous witty, very pleaſant 
believe't. Exit. 


Enter 
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Euter Telamon, Dorialus, Agenor, Niſus, and Leontius. 
Leon. No News yet of my Son? 

Tela. Sir, there be divers out in ſearch ; 

No doubt they'll bring the Truth where he is, 

Or the Occafion that led him hence. 

Tim. They have good Eyes then. 

Leon. The Gods go with them; 

W ho be thoſe that wait there? 

Tela. The Lord Iſmenus, your General, for his diſpatch, 

Leon. Oh Nephew; we have no ule to imploy your 
Virtue in our War; now the Province is well ſetled. 
Hear you ought of the Marquis? 

Im. No, Sir. 

Leon. Tis ſtrange he ſhould be gone thus: 

Theſe five Days he was not ſeen, 
Tim. I'll hold my hold, I could bolt him in an hour. 
Leon. Where's my Daughter ? 

Dor. About the purging of the Temples, Sir. 

Leon. She's chaſte and virtuous; fetch her to me, 
And tell her I am pleas'd to grant her now 
Her laſt Requeſt, without repenting me. [ Exit Niſ. 
Be it what it will; ſhe is wiſe, Dortalus 
And will not preſs me farther than a Father. 

Dor. 1 pray the beſt may follow; yet if your Grace 
Had taken the Opinions of your People, 

At leaſt of ſuch, whoſe Wiſdoms ever wake 

About your Safety, I may ſay it, Sir, 

Under your noble Pardon ; that this change 

Either had been more Honour to the Gods, 

Or I think not at all. Sir, the Princeſs. 

| Enter Hidaſpes, Niſus and Zoilus. 

Leon. Oh my Daughter, my Health! 

And did 1 ſay my Soul, 1ly'd not; 

Thou art ſo near me, ſpeak, and have whatever 

Thy wiſe Will leads thee too; had I a Heav'n, 

It were too poor a Place for ſuch a Goodnels. 

Dor. Whar's here ? 


Agen. An Ape's Skin ſtuft I think, tis ſo plump. 


 Hid. Sir, you have paſt your Word, 
Still be a Prince, and hold you to it. 
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Wonder not I preſs you, my Life lies in your Word; 

If you break that, you have broke my Heart, 1 muſt ask 

That's my ſhame, and your Will muſt not deny me; 

Now for Heav'n be not forſworn. 

Leon. By the Gods 1 will not, 

I cannot, were there no other Power 

Than my Love call'd to a Witneſs of it. 

Dor. They have much Reaſon to truſt, | 

| You have forſworn one of em out o'th' Country already. 
Hid. Then this is my Requeſt : This Gent. 

Be not aſhamed, Sir; 

You are worth a Kingdom. 

Leon. In what? 

Hid. In the way of Marriage. 

Leon. How? 

Hid. In the way of Marriage, it muſt be ſo, . 

Jour Oath is ty'd to Heav'n; as my Love to him. 

Leon. I know thou doſt but try my Age, 

Come ask again. | ; 

Hid. If I ſhould ask all my Life-time, this is all ſtill. 
Sir, I am ſerious, I mult have this worthy Man without 
Enquiring why; and ſuddenly and freely; 
Do not look for Reaſon or Obedience in my words z my 
Love admits no Wiſdom : 

Only haſte and hope hangs on my Fury, 

Speak, Sir, ſpeak, but not as a Father, 

I am deaf and dull to Counſel; inflamed Blood 

Hears nothing but my Will; | | 

For Gods ſake ſpeak. 

Dor. Here's a brave Alteration. 

Niſ. This comes of Chaſtity. 

Hid. Will not you ſpeak, Sir? 2 

Agen. The God begins his Vengeance; what a ſweet 

Youth he has ſent us here, with a Pudding in's Belly? 

Leon. Oh let me never ſpeak, 

Or with my words let me ſpeak out my Life ; 

Thou Power abus'd; great Love, whoſe Vengeance now 

We feel and fear, have mercy on this Land. | 

Niſ. How does your Grace ? 

Leon, Sick, very ſick, I hope, _ 
| or. 
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Dor. Gods comfort you. 

Hid. Will not you ſpeak ? Is this your Royal Word? 
Do not pull Perjury upon your Soul. ; 
Sir, you are Old, and near your Puniſhment; remember 

Leon. Away, baſe Woman. F 

Hid. Then be no more my Father, but a Plague, 
Jam bound to pray againſt ; be any Sin | 
May force me to deſpair, and hang my ſelf, 

Be thy Name never more remembred King 

But in example of a broken Faith, 

And curſt even to forgetfulneſs ; (ter is? 
May thy Land bring forth ſuch Monſters as thy Daugh- 
I am weary of my Rage. I pray forgive me, 
And let me have him, will you, Noble Sir? 

Leon. Mercy, Mercy, Heavin: 
Thou Heir of all Diſhonour, ſhameſt thou not to draw 
This little moiſture left for Life, thus rudely from me? 
Carry that Slave to Death. 

Zoil. For Heav'ns ſake, Sir, it is no fault of mine, 
That ſhe will love me. 

Leon. To Death with him, I ſay. 

Hid. Then make haſte Tyrant, or I'll be for him: 
This is the way to Hell. Wy 

Leon. Hold faſt, I charge you away with him. 

_ Hid. Alas old Man, Death hath more Doors than one, 
And I will meet him. [Exit Hid. 
Leon. Dorialus, pray ſee her in her Chamber, 
And lay a Guard about her; | 

The greateſt Curſe the Gods lay on our Frailties, 
Is Will and Diſobedience in our Iſſues, | 
Which we beger as well as them to plague us, 
With our fond Loves ; Beaſts you are only bleſt 
That have that happy Dulneſs to forget 
What you have made, your young ones grieve not you, 
They wander where they liſt, and have their ways 
Without diſhonour to you; and their ends 
Fall on 'em, without Sorrow of their Parents, 
Or after ill Remembrance: Oh this Woman, 
Would I had made my ſelf a Sepulcher, 


When I made her: Nephew, where is the — 
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| Pray God he have not more part of her Baſeneſs 
Than of her Blood about him. 
Gentlemen, where is he? 

I/m. I know not, Sir. 

H'as his ways by himſelf, is too wiſe for my Company. 

Leon. I do not like this hiding of himſelf, | 
From ſuch Society as his Perſon: 

Some of it ye needs muſt know. 

Iſm. I am ſure not I, nor have known twice this ten 
Days, which if I were as proud as ſome of em, I ſhould 
take ſcurvily; but he is a young Man, 
Let him have this ſwinge, 'twill make him. 

[Timantus whiſpers to the Duke, 

There's ſome good matter now in Hand: _ 
How the Slave jeers and grins; the Duke is pleas d, 
There's a new pair of Scarlet Hoſe now, and as much 
Mony to (pare, as will fetch the old from pawn, a Hat 
And a Cloak to go out to Morrow: FE 
Garters and Stockings come by Nature. 

Leon. Be (ure of this. | 

Tim. 1 durſt not ſpeak elſe, Sir. 


SACTH SCENK L 
| Cornets.. Cupid Deſcends. 


Cp, 12 thou art ſhot through with a Shaft 
That will not rankle long, yet ſharp enough 

To ſow a World of helpleſs Miſery Be 

In this unhappy Kingdom, doſt thou think 

Becauſe thou art a Prince, to make a part 

Againſt my Power; but it is all the fault 

Of thy old Father, who believes this Age 
ls cold enough to quench my burning Darts, 

But he ſhall know cer long, that my ſmart looſe 

Can thaw Ice, and inflame the wither'd Heart 

Of Neſtor; thou thy ſelf art lightly ſtruck, 

But his mad Love ſhall publiſh chat the Rage 

Of Cupid, has the power to conquer Age. Exit. 
Vor.. VII. G Enter 
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If I had kept mine Honour? You might ſtill 


| Bacha, Now you have won the Treaſure, 


_ *Tis paſt my Thoughts. 


do it. 


Enter Leucippus and Bacha. 
Leu. Why, what's the matter? 
Bacha. Have you got the Spoil 
You thirſted for? Oh Tyranny of Men! 
Leu. I pray thee leave. 3 
Bacha. Your Envy is, Heav'n knows, 
Beyond the reach of all our feeble Sex: 
W hat pain alas, could it have been to you, 


Have been a Prince, and ſtill this Country's Heir, 

That innocent Guard which I till now had kept, 

For my Defence, my Virtue, did it ſeem 

80 dangerous in a State, that your ſelf came to ſuppreſ 
Leu. Dry thine Eyes again, I'll kiſs thy Tears away, 

This is but folly, 'tis paſt all hel 


Tis my requeſt that you would leave me thus: 
And never ſee theſe empty Walls again, 
I know you will do fo, and well you may: 
For there is nothing in 'em that's worth 
A glance, I loath my ſelf, and am become 
Another Woman; One methinks with whom 
J want acquaintance. $25 
Leu. If I do offend thee, I can be gone, 
And though I love thy fight, ſo highly do J prize 
Thine own Content, that I will leave thee. 
Bacha. Nay, you may ſtay now; 5 
You ſhould have gone before: I know not now 
Why I ſhould fear you: All I ſhould have kept 
Is ſtolen; nor is it in the power of Man 
To rob me farther; if you can invent, 
Spare not; no naked Man fears robbing leſs 
Than I do, now you may for ever ſtay. 
Leu. Why, I could do thee farther Wrong. 
Bacha. You have a deeper reach in evil than I: 


Leu. And paſt my Will to act, but truſt me I could 
| Bacha, 
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Bacha, Good Sir do, that I may know there is a wrong 
beyond what you have done me. 
Leu. I could tell all the World what thou haſt done. 
Bacha. Yes you may tell the World, 
And do you think I am fo vain to hope 
You will not? You can tell the World but this, 
That I am a Widow, full of Tears in thew, 
My Husband dead: And one that lov'd me ſo, 
Hardly a Week, forgot my Modeſty, 
And caught with Youth and Greatneſs, If 
Gave my ſelf to live in Sin with you; 
This you may tell: And this I do deſerve. 


Len. Why doſt thou think me fo baſe to tell! 
Theſe Limbs of mine ſhall part 


From one another on a Wrack, 
Fer I diſcloſe; but thou doſt utter Words 
That much afflict me; you did ſcem as ready, 
Sweet Bacha, as my (elf. | 
Bacha. You are a right Man, when they have'witch'd 
Us into Miſery, poor innocent Souls, 
They lay the fault on us: 
But be it ſo, for Prince Leucippus's ſake 
| will bear any thing. 
Leu. Come weep no more, 
| wrought thee to it, it was my fault: 
Nay, fee if thou wilt leave? Here, take this Pearl, 
Kils me ſweet Bacha, and receive this Purſe. 
Bacha. What ſhould I do with theſe? They will not 
deck my Mind. 
Leu. Why keep 'em to remember me. 
[| muſt be gone, I have been abſent long: 
know the Duke my Father is in Rage, 
But I would ſee thee ſuddenly again. 
arewel my Bacha, 
Bacha. Gods keep you, - 
Jo you hear Sir, pray give me a Point to wear. 
"I" Alas good Bacha, take ong] pray thee where thou 
vilt. 
Bac ha. Coming from you, this Point is of as hig 
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Eſteem with me, as all Pearl and Gold; nothing but good 
be ever with or near you. 
Leu. Fare thee well, mine own good Bacha; 
I will make all haſte. = [Brit 
Bacha. Juſt as you are a Dozen 1 ſteem you: 
No more, does he think I would Proſtitute 
My felt for Love? It was the love of thele Pearls 

And Gold that won me, I confeſs 
I Luſt more after him than any other, 

And would at any rate, if 1 had ſtore, 
Purchaſe his Fellowſhip; but being poor, 

I'll both enjoy his Body and his Purſe, 

And he a Prince, ne' er think my ſelf the worſe. 

Enter Leontius, Leucippus, Iſmenus, and Timantus. 
Leon. Nay, you muſt back and ſhew us what it is, 
Thar *witches. you out of your Honour thus. 

Bacha. Who's that? 

T:m, Look there, Sir. 

Leon, Lady, never fly, you are betray'd. 

Bacha. Leave me my Tears a while, 
And to my juſt Rage give a little place: 
What ſaucy Man are you, that without leave 
Enters upon aW idow's mournful Houſe ? 
You hinder a dead Man from many Tears, 
Who did deſerve more than the World can ſhed, 
Though they ſhould weep themſelves to Images. 
If not for Love of me, yet of your ſeif 
Away, for you can bring no Comforts to me. 
But you may carry hence, you know not what. 
Nay, Sorrow is infectious, 

Leon. Thou thy ſelf | 
Art grown infectious; wouldſt tbou know my Name! 
| am the Duke, Father to this young Man 
Whom thou corrupteſt. * 

Bac ba. Has he then told him all? 
Leu. You do her wrong, Sir. 

Bac ha. O he has not told. Sir, I beſcech you pardon 
My wild Tongue, directed by a weak diftemper'd Head 
Madded with Grief: Alas I did not know 
You were my Sovereign; but now you may 


/ 
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Command my poor unworthy Life, 
Which will be none ! hope, e'er long. | 
Leon. All thy diſſemblin.! will never hide thy Shame: 
And wer't not more reſpecting W oman-hood in 
General, than any thing in thee, thou ſhouldſt 
Be made ſuch an Exa ple, tha Poſterity, 
When they would ſpeak moit bitterly, ſhould ſay, 
Thou art as imfudent as Bacha was. 
Bacha. Sir, though you be my King, whom I will 
Serve in all juſt Cauſes, yet when wrongfully 
You ſeek to take my Honour, I will riſe 
Thus, and defie you; for it is a Jewel 
Dearer than you can give, which whilſt I keep, 
(Though in this lowly Houſe) I ſhall efteem _ 
My felt above the Princes of the Earth 
That are without it. If the Prince your Son, 
Whom you accuſe me with, know how to ſpeak 
Diſhonour of me, if he do nor do it, 
The Plagues of Hell light on him, may he never 
Govern this Kingdom, here I challenge him 
Before the face-of Heav'n, my Liege, and thelc, 
To ſpeak the worſt he can; if he will lie, 
To loſe a Woman's Fame, I'll ſay he is 
Like you (think I cannot call him worſe.) 
He's dead, that with his Life would have defended 
My Reputation, and | forc'd to play 
(That which I am) the fooliſh Woman, 
And uſe my liberal Tongue. | 
Leu. Is't poſſible! We Men are Children in our 
Carriages, compar'd with Women; *wake thy ſelf 
For ſhame, and leave not her whoſe Honour thou 
Should'ſt keep ſafe as thine own, alone to free her ſelf: 
But I am preſt I know not how, with Guilr, 
And feel my Conſcience (never us'd to lie) 
Loath to allow my Tongue to add a Lie 
To that too much I did; but it is lawfſul 
To defend her, that only for my Love lov'd evil. 
Leon. Tell me, why did you, Leucip, ſtay here ſo long? 
Leu. If I can urge ought from me but a Truth, Hell 
Take me. . | 
| G 3 Leon. 
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Leon. What's the matter, why ſpeak you nat? 
Tim, Alas good Sir, forbear 
To urge the Prince, you ſee his ſhamefacedneſs. 
Bacha. What does he ſay, Sir? If thou be a Prince 
Shew it, and tell the truth. 
Im. If you have lain with her, tell your Father; 
No doubt but he has done as ill before now: 
The Gentlewoman will be proud on't. 
Bacha. For God's ſake ſpeak. 
Leu. Have you done prating yet? 
Iſm. Who prates? 
Leu. Thou know'ſt I do not ſpeak to thee Iſenus: 
But what ſaid you Time; concerning my ſhamefacedncls! 
Tim, Nothing, I hope, that might diſpleaſe your 
Highneſs. | | 
Leu. If any of thy great, Great-grandmothers 
This thouſand Years, had been as chaſte as ſne, 
It would have made thee honeſter; I ſtay'd 
To hear what you wou'd ſay; ſhe is, by Heav'n, 
Of the moſt {tri& and blameleſs Chaſtity 
That ever Woman was: (Good Gods Canine me) 
Had Tarquin met with her, ſhe had been kill'd 
With a Slave by her, &er ſhe had agreed: 
I lye with her! wou'd I might periſh then. 
Our Mothers, whom we all muſt reverence, 
Could ne'er exceed her for her Chaſtity, 
Upon my Soul, for by this Light ſhe's 
A molt obſtinate modeſt Creature. 3 
Leon. What did you with her then ſo long, Leucipus 
Leu. I'll tellyou, Sir: Vou ſee ſhe's Beautiful. 
Leon. 1 ſee it well. 
Leu. Mov'd by her Face, 
T came with luſtful Thoughts, 
Which was a fault in me: 
Bur telling Truth, ſomething more pardonable, 
(And for the World I will not lie to you:) 
Proud of my ſelf, I thought a Prince's Name 
Had power to blow em down flat of their Backs; 
But here l found a Rock not to be ſhook: 
For as I hope for good Sir, all the Battery 


That 


That I could lay to her, or of my Perſon, 

My Greatneſs, or Gold, could nothing move her. 
Leon. Tis very {trange, being ſo young and fair. 
Len. She's almoſt thirty, Sir. 

Leon. How do you know her Age ſo juſt? 
Leu. She told it me her ſelf 

Once when ſhe went about to ſhew by Reaſon 

| ſhould leave wooing her. 

Leon. She ſtains the ripeſt Virgins of her Age. 
Leu. If | had ſin'd with her, I would be loath 

To publiſh her Diſgrace; but by my Life 

| would have told it you, becauſe 1 think 

You would have pardon'd me the rather : 

And I will tell your Father: By this Light Sir, 

(But that I never will beſtow my ſelf 

But to your liking) if ſhe now would have me, 

| now would marry her. 

Leon. How's that, Leucippus ! 
Leu. Sir, will you pardon me one Fault, wh ich yet 
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I have not done, but had a will to do, and 1 will tell it? 


Leon. Be't what it will I pardon thee. 

Leu. I offered Marriage to her. 

Leon. Did ſhe refuſe it? 
Leu. With that earneſtneſs, and almoſt ſcorn 
To think of any other after her loſt Mate, that the 
Made me think my ſelf unworthy of her. 

Leon. You have ſtay' too long, Leucippus. 

Leu. Yes Sir, forgive me Heav'n, whac multitude 
Of Oaths have | beſtow'd on Lies, and yet they were 
Officious Lies, there was no malice in 'em. 


Leon. She is the faireſt Creature that ever I beheld; 


And then ſo chaſte, 'tis wonderful, the more | look 
On her, the more I am amaz'd. 


have long thought of a Wife, and one I would have 


Had, but that I was afraid to meet a Woman 
That might abuſe my Age, but here ſhe is 
Whom I may truſt to; of a Chaſtity 
Impregnable, and approv'd ſo by my Son : 
The meanneſs of her Birth will {till preſerve her 
In dye Obedience ; and — Beauty is 
* 


Of 
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Of force enough to pull me back to Youth. 
My Son once ſent away, whoſe Rival-ſhip 

I have juſt cauſe to fear, if Power, or Gold, 
Or Wit, can win her to me, ſhe is mine. 
Nephew Iſments, I have new intelligence 
Your Province is unquiet ſtill, 

iſm. ] am glad on't. . 

Leon. And ſo dangerouſly, that J muſt ſend the 
Prirce in Perſon with you. 

Iſm. Lam glad of that too: Sir, will you diſpatch 
Us, we ſhall wither here for ever? . 

Leon. You ſhall be diſpatch'd within this Hour: 
Leucippus, never wonder, nor ask, it muſt be thus. 
Lady I ask your pardon, whoſe Virtue I have 
Slubber'd with my Tongue, and you ſhall ever be 
Chaſte in my Memory hereafter ; | 
But we old Men often doat; to make amends for 
My great fault, receive that Ring: 

I'm ſorry for your Grief, may it ſoon leave you: 
Come my Lords, let's begone. „ [a. 

Bacha. Heay'n bleſs your Grace. | 
One that had but ſo much Modeſty left, as to Bluſh, 
Or ſhrink a little at his firſt Encounter, 
Had been undone; where I come off with Honour, 
And Gain too: 'They that never wou'd be tract 
In any Courſe, by the moſt ſubtle Senſe 
Muſt bear it through with frontleſs Impudence. | Exit. 

Enter Dorialus, Agenor, and Niſus. 

Dor. Gentlemen this is a ſtrange piece of Juſtice, 
To put the wretched Dwarf to Death becauſe 
She doated on him; is ſhe not a Woman, and 
Subject to thoſe mad Figarics her whole Sex 
Is infected with? Had ſhe lov'd you, or you, or I, 
Or allon's (as indeed the more the merrier ſtill | 
With them) muſt we therefore have our Heads par'd 
With a Hatchet? So ſhe may love all the Nobility _ 
Out o' th Dukedome in a Month, and let the Raſcals in. 

Niſ. You will not, or you do not ſee the need 


That makes this juſt to the World? TO 
| | | * 7. 
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Dor. I cannot tell, I would be loth to feel it; 
But the belt is, ſhe loves not proper Men, we three 
Were in wiſe Caſes elſe; but make me know this need. 
Niſ. Why yes: He being taken away, this baſe In- 
continence dies preſently, and ſhe muſt ſce her thame 
and ſorrow for it. | 


Dor. Pray God the do; but was the Sprat beheaded, 


Or did they ſwing him about like a Chicken, and fo 


break his Neck? 

Agen. Ves, he was beheaded, and a ſolemn Juſtice 

made of it. | 

Dor That might have been deducted. 

Agen, Why how would you have had him died? 

Dor. Faith I would have had him roaſted like a War- 
den in a brown Paper, and no more talk on't; or a fea- 
ther ſtuck in's Head, like a Quail; or a hanged him in 
2 Dog-coller; why ſhould he be beheaded? we ſhall 
have it grow ſo baſe ſhortly, Gentlemen will be out of 
love with it. 

Niſ. I wonder from whence this of the Dwarfs firſt 
ſprung ? 2 | 
; Dor From an old leacherous pair of Breeches, that 
lay upon a Wench to keep her warm; for certainly they 

are no Man's work; and I am ſure a Monkey would 


get one of the guard to this Fellow, he was no bigger 
than a ſmall Portmantcu, and much about that making 


if rad Legs. | 
Agen. But Gentlemen, what ſay you to the Prince? 


NM. ay, concerning his being ſent I know not whither. 
Dor. Why then he will come home | know not when; 
you ſhall pardon me, I'll talk no more of this Subject, 


but ſay, Gods be with him where-e'er he is, and ſend 
him well home again: For why he is gone, or when 


he will return, let them know that directed him: On- 
ly this, there's mad Moriſco's in the State; but what 
they are, I'll tell you when I know. Come, let's go, 
hear all, and ſay nothing. # 
Agen. Content. 3 
Enter Timantus and Telamon. 
Tel. Timantus, is the Duke ready yer? 
Tim, Almoſt. | 


| [Exeunt. 


Tel. 
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Tel. What ails him ? 

Tim. Faith I know not, I think he has dreamt he' 
but Eighteen ; has been worſe ſince he ſent you forth 
for the frizling Iron. - 

Tel. That cannot be, he lay in Gloves all Night, and 
this Morning I brought him a new Periwig,with a Lock 
at it, and knockt up a ſwing in's Chamber. 

Tim. O but fince, his Taylor came, and they have 
fallen out about the Faſhion on's Cloaths; and yonder's 
a Fellow come, has bord a hole in's Ear; and he has 
beſpoke a Valting-horſe, you ſhall ſee him come forth 
preſently ; he looks like Winter, ſtuck here and there 
with freſh Flowers, | 

Tel. Will he not Tilt, think you? 

Tim. I think he will. 

Tel. What does he mean to do? (love; 

Tim. I know not; but by this Light I think he is in 
he wou'd ha' been ſhav'd but for me. 

Tel. In love with whom ? 

Tim. I could gueſs, but you ſhall pardon me; he will 
take me along with him ſome whither. 

Tel. 1 over-heard him ask your Opinion of ſome Bo- 
dies Beauty. 4 

Tim. Yes, there it goes, that makes him ſo youthful, 


and Has laid by his Crutch, and halts now with a lead- 


ing Staff. 
Enter Leontius, with a Staff and a Looking-glaſs, 
Leon. Timantus. 
Tim. Sir. 
Leon. This Feather is not large enough. 
Tim. Ves faith, tis ſuch an one as the reſt of the 
young Gallants wear. 
TLebn. Telamon, does it do well? 
Tel. Sir, it becomes you, or you become it, the 
Leon. Away, doft think fo? (trarelieſt —— 
Tel. Think, Sir, I know it. Sir, the Princeſs is paſt 


all hope of Life ſince the Dwarf was put to Death. 


Leon. Let her be fo, I have other matters in Hand; 
but this ſame Taylor angers me, he has made my Doublet 
ſo wide; and ſee, the Knave has put no Points at my 

A ä Tim. 
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Tim. Thoſe will be put to quickly, Sir, upon any 
Occaſion, (ings? 
Leon. Telamon, have you bid this Dancer come a Morn- 

Tel. Yes, Sir. 36, 

Leon. Timantus, let me ſee the Glaſs again; look you 
how careleſs you are grown, is this Tooth well put in? 

Tim. W hich, Sir? 

Leon. This, Sir. 

Tim. It ſhall be. Hons 
Tel. Methinks that Tooth ſhould put him in Mind 
on's Years ; and Timantus ſtands, as if (ſeeing the Duke 
in ſuch a youthful Habit) he were looking in's Mouth 
how Old he were. 

Leon. So, ſo. 3 

Tel. Will you have your Gown, Sir ? 
Leon. My Gown? why, am I Sick ? bring me my 


Sword. [ Exit Tel. 
Leon. Let a couple of the great Horſes be brought 
out for us. 


Tim. He'll kill himſelf. Why, will you ride, Sir ? 

Leon. Ride? Doſt thou think 1 cannot ride? 

Tim. O yes, Sir, I know itz but as I conceive your 
Journey, you wou'd have it private; and then you were 
better take a Coach. (let it be fo, 

Leon, Theſe Coaches make me Sick; yet 'tis no matter, 

Enter Telamon with a Sword. 

Tel. Sir, here's your Sword. 

Leon. O well ſaid; let me ſee it, I could methinks, 
Why Telamon, bring me another; what, think'ſt thou 
I will wear a Sword in vain? TY! 

Tel. He has not ſtrength enough to draw it, 

A Yoak of Fleas ty'd to a Hair would have drawn it. 
"Tis out, Sir, now, the Scabbard is broke. 

Leon. O put it up again, and on with it; methinks I 
am not dreſt till I feel my Sword on. 
Telamon, if any of my Council ask for me, 

Say I am gone to take the Air, | 

Tim. He has not been dreſt this twenty Years then; if 
this vein hold but a Week, he will learn to play o'th' 
Baſe-viol and ſing to't: He's poetical already; 1 

f or 
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I'll be fo unmannerly to read it. 
He's dead, he's dead, and I am following. [Exi, 
Enter Hidaſpes, Cleophila, and Hero; Hidaſpes in a Bed. 
Cleo. Ask Cupid mercy, Madam. 
Hid. O my Heart, | 
Ce. Rel pa 
Hero. Stir her. 


Hid. O, O! | 
Cleo. She's going, wretched Women that we are; 
Look to her, and il Pray the while. [She kneel:, 


Hero. Why, Madam? 

_ Cleo. Cupid, pardon what is paſt, 

And forgive our Sins at laſt, 

Then we will be coy no more, 

But thy Deity adore; 

Troths at Fifteen we will plight, 

And will tread a Dance at Night. 

In the Fields, or by the Fire, 

With the Youths that have deſire. How does ſhe yet? 

HFero. O ill! 1 
Cleo. Given Ear-rings we will wear, 

Bracelets of our Lovers Hair, bs 

W hich they on our Arms ſhall twiſt, 

With their Names carv'd on our Wriſt ; 

All the Mony that we owe, 

We in Tokens will beſtow ; 

And learn to write, that when ' tis ſent, 

Only our Loves know what it meant: 

O then Pardon what is paſt, 

And forgive our Sins at laſt. ——— What, Mends ſhe ? 
Hero. Nothing, you do it not wantonly, you ſhou'd 

Leave, leave, tis now too late. 5 (ling. 
Cleo, Why? 

Is ſhe dead? © | 

Hero. Her laſt is breathed. 

Cleo. What ſhall we do? 

r 

And tell the Duke; and whilſt Il cloſe her bo. 
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Thus I ſhut thy faded Light, 

And put it in eternal Night. 
Where is ſne can boldly ſay, 
Though ſhe be as freſh as May, 

She ſhall not by this Corps be laid, 

_ Ferto Morrow's light do fade? 
Let us all now living be, 

Warn'd by thy ſtrict Chaſtity ; 

And marry all faſt as we can, 

Till then we keep a piece of Man, 

Wrongiully from them that owe it. 

Soon may every Maid beftow it. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Bacha and a Maid. 

Bacha. Who is it ? 

Maid. Forſooth there's gallant Coach at the Door, 
And the brave old Man in't, that you ſaid was the Duke. 
Bacha. Cupid, grant he may be taken. Away. 
Maid. He is coming up, and looks the ſwaggeringſt, 

and has ſuch glorious Cloaths. _ 
Bacha. Let all the Houſe ſee me ſad, and ſee all handſome. 

Enter Leontius and Timantus, with a Jewel and a Ring. 
Leon. Nay, Widow fly not back, we come not now 

to chide, ſtand up and bid me welcome. 
Bacha. To a poor Widow's Houſe, that knows no end 

of her ill Fortune, your Highneſs is moſt welcome. 
Leon Come kiſs me then, this is but Manners, Widow: 

Neer fling your Head aſide, I have more cauſe of Grief 

than you; my Daughter's dead: but what? *Tis no- 

thing. Is the rough French Horſe brought to the Door? 

They ſay he is a high Goer, I ſhall ſoon try his Mettle. 
Zim. He will be Sir, and the gray Barbary, they are 

fiery both. 
Leon. They are the better: Before the Gods I am light- 

ſome, very lightſome: How docſt thou like me, Widow ? 
Bacha. As a Perſon in whom all Graces are. 
Leon. Come, come, ye flatter; VII clap your Cheek 
for that, and you ſhall not be angry. LY 
Haſt no Muſick : Now could I cut three times with 


es and do a croſs Point, ſhould ſhame all your Gal- 
ants, 


Bacha, 
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Bacha. I do believe you, and your ſelf too: 

Lord what a fine old Zany my Love has made him? 
Is mine, I am ſure: Heav'n make me thankful for him. 

Leu. Tell me how old thou art, my pretty ſweet 
Heart ? 5 
Tim. Your Grace will not buy her, ſhe may trip, Sir? 
Bacha. My Sorrow ſhows me elder than 1 am by ma- 
ny Years. 5 | 
Leon. Thou art ſo witty I muſt kiſs again. 

Tim. Indeed her Age lies not in her Mouth; ne'er 
2 it there, Sir, ſne has a better Regiſtet, if it be not 
burnt. | FE. 
Leon. Twill kiſs thee, I am afire, Timantus. 
Im. Can you chuſe, Sir, having ſuch heav'nly Fire 

before you? 

Leon. Widow, gueſs why I come, I prethee do, 
Bacha. I cannot, Sir, unleſs you be pleas'd to make 
a Mirth out of my Rudeneſs; and that I hope your Pity 
will not let ye, the Subject is fo barren: Bite King, 
Bite, PI let you Play a while. | 5 
Leon. Now as I am honeſt Man, I'll tell thee truly; 
how many Foot did I Jump yeſterday, Itmantus ? 

Tim, Fourteen of your own, and ſome three Fingers. 

Bacha. This Fellow lies as lightly, as it he were in 
cut Taffata, 9 . 

Alas good Almanack get thee to Bed, and tell what 
Weather we {hall have to Morrow. 

Leon. Widow I am come in ſhort to be a Suitor. 

Bacha. For whom? _ 

Leon. Why by my Troth, Icome to wooethee Wench; 
And win thee for my ſelf: Nay, look upon me; 
I have about me that will do it. 

Bacha. Now Heav'n defend me, your Whore ſhall 
never: I thank the Gods, I have a little left me to keep 
me warm, and honeſt; if your Grace take not that, I 
ſeek no more. TO. - (thee. 

Leon. I am ſo far from taking any thing, Pll add unto 
Bacha. Such Additions may be for your Eaſe, Sir, 
Not my Honeſty; I am well in being ſingle, good Sir, 
ſeek another, I am no Meat for Mon). : 


Leon. 
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Leon. Shall I fight for thee ? 

This Sword ſhall cut his Throat, that dares lay claim 

But to a Finger of thee, but to a Look, I would 

See {uch a Fellow. 

Bacha. It would be but a cold fight to you: 

This is the Father of St. George a foot-back, 

Can ſuch dry Mumming talk. 

Tim. Before the Gods, your Grace looks like Aneas, 

Bacha, He looks like his old Father upon his Back, 
Crying to get Aboard. 

Leon, How ſhall I win thy Love, I pray thee tell me? 
Pl! marry thee if thou defireſt that: That is an honeſt 
Courſe, I am in good earneſt, and preſently within this 
hour, am mad for thee: prethee deny me not, 

For as I live Ill pine thee, but I'll have thee. 
Bacha. Now he's in the Toil, I'll hold him faſt. 
Tim. You do not know what 'tis to be a Queen, 

Go too you Maid, elſe what the old Man falls ſhort of, 

there's others can eech out, when you pleaſe to call on'em. 

Bacha. I underſtand you not, Love J adore thee, 
Sir, on my Knees I give you hearty Thanks, for ſo much 
 Honouring your humble Hand-maid above her Birth: 
Far more her weak deſervings, I dare not truſt the En- 
vious Tongues of all that muſt repine at my unworthy 
riſing. 

Beſide, you have many fair ones in your Kingdom, 

Born to ſuch worth: O turn your ſelf about, 

And make a noble choice. ITS 

Leon. If I do, let me famiſh; I will have thee, 

Or break up Houſe, and board here. 

Bacha. Sir, you may command an unwilling Woman 
to obey ye; but Heav'n knows 

Leon. No more: theſe half a dozen Kiſſes, and this 
Jewel, and every thing I have, and away with me,and 
clap it up; and have a Boy by Morning. Timantus, let 
one be ſent Poſt for my Son again; and for 1ſmenns ; 
they are ſcarce twenty Miles on their way yet, by that 
time we'll be Married. | 


. Tim, There ſhall, Sir. 1 | [ Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT IL SCENE 1. 


Enter Dorialus, Agenor and Niſus. 


NM IS not this a fine Marriage? 
Agen. Ves, yes, let it alone. 

Dor. Ay, ay, the King may marry whom's liſt, let'; 

talk of other Matters. "IP 
Ni. Is the Prince coming home certainly? 

Dor. Yes, yes, he was ſent Poſt for yelterday, let's 
make haſte, we'll ſee how his new Mother- in- law will 
entertain him. —— | 2 

Niſ: Why well | warrant you; did you not mark 
how humbly ſhe carried her ſelf to us on her Marriage- 
Day, acknowledging her own Unworthineſs, and that 
ſhe would be our Servant? 

Dor. But mark what's done. 


Niſ. Regard not ſhew. 
Agen. O God! | knew her when I have been off red 


her to be brought to my Bed for five Pounds; whether 
it could have been perform'd or no, I know not. 

Niſ. Her Daughter's a pretty Lady. 

Dor. Ves; and having had but mean bringing up, it 
talks the prettileſt and innocentlieſt, the Queen will be 
ſo angry to hear her betray her Breeding by her Lan- 
guage ; but I am perſwaded ſhe's well diipos'd. 

Agen. I think better than her Mother. 

Niſ. Come, we ſtay too long. [Exeunt. 
5 Enter Leucippus aud Iſmenus. 

In, How now Man, ſtrook dead with a Tale? 

Leu. No, but with a Truth. 
In. Stand off your ſelf; can you endure Blows, and 


ſhrink at Words ? 


Leu. Thou know'ſt I have told thee all. 
Iſm. But that all's nothing to make you thus; your 
Siſter's dead. 


Leu. That's much, but not the moſt, 2 
* * 
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Iſn. Why, for the other let her marry and hang, tis 
no purpos'd fault of yours; and if your Father will needs 
have your caſt W hore, you ſhall ſhew the duty ofa Child 
better in being contented, and bidding much good do 
his good old Heart with her, than in repining thus at 
it; let her go, what, there are more Wenches Man, 
we'll have another. | 

Leu. O thou art vain, thou know'ſt I do not love her: 
What ſhall I do? I would my Tongue had led me 
To any other thing, but Blaſphemy, 

So I had miſs'd commending of this Woman, 

Whom I muſt reverence now, ſhe is my Mother; 

My Sin, Iſmenus, has wrought all this ill: 

And I beſeech thee, to be warn'd by me, 

And do not lie, if any Man ſhould ask thee 

But How thou doſt, or What a Clock tis now, 

Be {ure thou do not lie, make no excuſe 

For him that is moſt near thee; never let 

Thy moſt officious Falſehood ſcape thy Tongue, 

For they above (that are intirely Truth) 

Will make that Seed which thou haſt ſown 

Of Lies, yield Miſeries a thouſand fold 

Upon thine Head, as they have done on mine. 
| Enter Timantus 

Tim. Sir, your Highneſs is welcome home, the Duke 
and Queen will preſently come forth to you. 

Leu. I'll wait on them. (your Wars? 

Tim. Worthy Iſenus, I pray you, have you ſped in 

I'm. This Rogue mocks me. Well T:manzns, pray 
how have you ſped here at home at Shovelboard? 

Tim. Faith reaſonable. How many Towns have you 
taken in this Summer ? Sh 

/m. How many Stags have you been at the death of 
this Graſs? | CA aye. 

Tim, A number: Pray how is the Province ſettled ? 

Iſm. Prethee how does the dun Nag ? 

Tim. I think you mock me, my Lord. 

Iſm. Mock thee? Yes by my Troth do I, why what 
wouldſt thou have me do with thee; art good for any 
thing elſe? ls 

Vo I. VII. 5 Enter 


Fr pe oe — — 
, . 7 : 
0 * 
a 


3566 Cupid's Revenge. 


, jp 


Aa 


Enter Leontius, Bacha, Dorialus, Agenor, Niſus 
and Telamon. 5 
Leu. My good Iſinenus, hold me by the Wriſt: 
And if thou ſee'ſt me fainting, wring me hard, : 
For I ſhall ſwoon again elſe— [Kneel, 
Leon. Welcome my Son; rife, I did ſend for thee 
Back from the Province, by thy Mother's counſel, 


Thy good Mother here, who loves thee well: 


She would not let me venture all my Joy 
Amongſt my Enemies: I thank thee for her, 
And none but thee. I took her on thy word. 
Len. Pinch harder. 
Leon. And ſhe ſhall bid thee welcome; I have now | 


Some near Affairs, bur I will drink a Health 


To thee anon: Come Telamon, I am grown 

Luſtier, I'thank thee for't, ſince I married; 

I can ſtand now alone, why Telamon, 

And never ſtagger. | 
PT | [ Exe. Leontius and Telamon. 

Bacha. Welcome moſt noble Sir, whoſe Fame is come 


_ Hither before you: Our alas, you ſcorn me, 
And teach me what to do. 


Leu. No, you are my Mother. 

Bacha. Far unworthy of that Name, God knows: 
Burt truſt me, here before theſe Lords, 
J am no more but Nurſe unto the Duke; 

Nor will I breed a Faction in the State, 
Ir is too much for me that I am rais'd 


Unto his Bed, and will remain the Servant 
Of you that did it. | 


Leu. Madam, I will ſerve you 
As ſhall become me. O diſſembling Woman! 
Whom I muſt reverence though. Take from thy 
Quiver, ſure-aim'd Apollo, one of thy ſwift Darts, 
Headed with thy conſuming golden Beams, | 
And let it melt this Body into Miſt, 


That none may find it. 


Bac ba. Shall I beg, my Lords, 


This Room in private for the Prince and me? 


[ Exeunt all but Leucippus and 2 
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Leu. What will ſhe ſay now? 

Bacba. ] muſt ſtill enjoy him: 0 
Yet there is ſtill left in me a ſpark of Woman, 
That wiſhes he ſhould move it, but he ſtands 
As if he grew there with his Eyes on Earth. 
Sir, you and [ when we were laſt together 
Kept not this diſtance, as we were afraid 

Of blaſting by our ſelves. 

Leu. Madam 'tis true, Heav'n pardon it. 

Bacha. Amen, Sir. (Marriage. 
You may think that | have done you wrong in this ſtrange. 

Leu. Tis paſt now. 

Bacba. But it was no fault of mine: 

The World had call'd me mad, had I refus'd 
The King, nor laid I any train to catch him, 

It was your own Oaths did it. 

Len. Tis a Truth, that takes my ſleep away; but 
Would to Heav'n, if it had been ſo pleas'd, you had 
Refus'd him, though I had gratify'd that courteſie 
With having you my ſelf: Bur fince 'tis thus, 

I do beſeech you that you will be honeſt 

From henceforth; and not abuſe his credulous Age, 
Which you may eaſily do. As for my ſelt, 

What I can ſay, you know alas too well 

Is ty'd within me, here it will fit like Lead, 

But ſhall offend no other, it will pluck me 


Back from my entrance into any Mirth, 


As if a Servant came, and whiſper'd with me 
Of ſome Friend's Death; bur 1 will bear my ſelf, 
To you, with all the due Obedience 
A Son owes to his Mother; more than this, 
Is not in me, but I muſt leave the reſt 
To the juſt Gods, who in their bleſſed time, 
When they have given me Puniſhment enough 
For my raſh Sin, will mercifully find 
As unexpected Means to eaſe my Grief 
As they did now to bring it. ; 
Bacha. Grown fo Godly? This mult not be. 
And I will be to you no other than a natural Mother ought, 
And for my Honeſty, ſo you will {ſwear 
: | WES © EEO Never 
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I ought to bear unto this wicked Woman, 
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Never to urge me, I ſhall keep it ſafe from any other. 
Leu. Bleſs me! I ſhould urge you? 
Bacha. Nay but ſwear then that I may be at peace, 
For I do feel a weakneſs in my elf, 
That can deny you nothing, if you tempt me, (it, 
I ſhall embrace Sin as it were a Friend, and run to meet 
Len. If you knew how far 


| It were from me, you would not urge an Oath. 


But for your ſatisfaction, when I tempt you. — 
Bacha. Swear not. I cannot move him, this ſad talk 


Of things paſt help, does not become us well. 


Shall I ſend one for my Muſicians, and we'll dance? 
Leu. Dance, Madam? 
Bacha. Ves, a Lavalta. 
Leu. I cannot dance, Madam. 
Bacha. Then let's be merry. 
Leu. I am as my Fortunes bid me. 
Do not you ſee me ſowr? 
Bacha, Yes. 
And why think you I ſmile ? 
Leu. | am ſo far from any joy my (elf, 
I cannot fancy a cauſe of Mirth. 
Bacha. I'll tell you, we are alone. 
Leu. Alone? 
Bacha. Yes. | 
Leu. Tis true, what then? 
Bacha. W hat then? You make my ſmiling now 
Break into laughter, what think you is to be done then? 
Leu. We ſhow'd pray to Heav'n for Mercy. 
Bacha. Pray? That were a way indeed 
To paſs the time; but I will make you bluſh, 
To ſee a baſhful Woman teach a Man 
W hat we ſhould do alone; try again 
If you can find it out. TO 
Len. ] dare not think I underſtand you. 
Bacha. I muſt teach you then; Come, kiſs me. 
Leu. Kiſs vou? | 
Bacha. Yes, be not aſham'd -: 
You did it not your ſelf, I will forgive you. 
Leu Keep you diſpleas'd Gods, the due reſpect 1 
8 
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As ſhe is now my Mother, haſte within me, 
Leſt I add Sins to Sins, till no Repentance will cure me. 
Bacha, Leave theſe melancholy Moods, 
That I may ſwear thee welcome on thy Lips 
A thouſand times. 
Leu. Pray leave this wicked Talk, 
You do not know to what my Father's wrong 
May urge me. 
Bacha. I'm careleſs, and do weigh | 
The World, my Lite, and all my after hopes 
Nothing without thy Love, miſtake me not: 
Thy Love, as I have had it, free and open 
As Wedlock is, within it ſelf, what ſay you? 
Leu. Nothing, OE 
Bacha. Pity me, bchold a Dutcheſs 
Kneels for thy Mercy, and I ſwear to you 
Though I ſhould lye with you, it is no Luſt, 
For it deſires no Change, I could with you 
Content my ſelf; what Anſwer will you give? 
Len. They that can anſwer mult be lets amaz'd, 
Than I am now; you fee my Tears deliver 
My Meaning to you. 1 
Bacha. Shall I be contemn'd? Thou art a Beaſt, worſe 
than a Savage Beaſt, 
To let a Lady kneel, to beg that thing 
Which a right Man would offer. 
Leu. Tis your Will, Heav'n; but let me bear me like 
My ſelf, how ever ſhe docs. hence? 
Bacha. Were you made an Eunuch, ſince you went 
Vet they have more deſire than Ican find in you: (Will. 
How fond was I to beg thy Love? Ill force thee to my 
Doſt thou not know that I can make the King 
Dote at my liſt? Yield quickly, or by Heav'n 
I'll have thee kept in Priſon for my purpoſe, 


Where I wil] make thee ſerve my turn, and have thee fed 


With ſuch Meats as beſt ſhall fit my Ends, 

And not thy Health; why doſt not ſpeak to me? 

And when thou doſt diſpleaſe me, and art grown 

Leſs able to perform, then I will have thee 

Kill'd and forgotten: Are you ſtrucken Dumb? 

Dy es 1 1 Leu. 
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Leu. All you have nam'd, but making of me Sin 


With you, you may command, but never that; 


Say what you will, I'll hear you as becomes me, 


If you ſpeak, I will not follow your Counſel, 


Neither will I tell the World to your Diſgrace, 
But give you the juſt Honour . 
That is due from me to my Father's Wife. 
Bac ha. Lord how full of wiſe Formality you're grown 
Of late; but you were telling me 


| You could have wiſh'd that I had marry'd you, 


If you will ſwear ſo yet, Pll make away the King. 
Leu. You are a Strumpet. = 
Bacha. Nay, I care not 

For all your Railings: They will batter Walls 

And take in Towns, as ſoon as trouble me: 

Tell him, I care not, I ſhall undo you only, which is no 

matter. 5 
Leu. I appeal to you ſtill, and for ever, that are 

And cannot be other, Madam, I ſee 'tis in your Power 

To work your Will on him: And I deſire you 

To lay what Trains you will for my wiſh'd Death, 


But ſuffer him to find his 3 Grave 


In Peace; alas he never did you wrong. 


And farther I beſeech you pardon me 


For the ill word I gave you; for however 

You may deſerve, it became not me | 

To call you fo, but Paſſion urges me Zz Over. 

1 know not whither; my Heart break now, and eaſe me 
Bacha. Pray you get you hence 

With your goodly Humour, I am weary of you extreamly. 
Leu. Truſt me, ſo am I of my ſelf too: 

Madam, I'll take my leave, Gods ſer all right. ¶ Exit. 
Bacha. Amen, Sir, get you gone; 

Am I deny'd? It does not trouble me 

That I have mov'd, but that | am refus'd: 

J have loſt my Patience: I will make him know 

Luſt is not Love, for Luſt will find a Mate 

While there are Men, and ſo will I, and more 
1 | Enter Timantus. 

Than one, or twenty: Yonder is T:mantus, 


A Fellow void of any worth to raiſe himſelf, Ard 
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And therefore like to catch at any Evil 
That will but pluck him up; him will I make 
Mine own. Timanius, Tim. Madam? 

Bacha Thou know'ſt well 
Thou wert, by chance, a means of this my raiſing: 
Brought the Duke to me, and though 'twere but chance 
I muſt reward thee. 7 | 

Tim. I ſhall bend my Service unto your Bighn:(s. 

Bach. But do it then entirely, and in every thing, 
And tell me, could'ſt thou now think that thing 
Thou wouldſt not do for me? 

Iim. No, by my Soul, Madam. 

Bacha. Then thou a, ight. 
Go to my Lodging, and follow thee. ¶ Exit Timintus. 
With my Inſtruction I do fee already,  —— 
This Prince that did but now contemn me, dead: 

Yet will | never ſpeak an evil Word 

Unto his Father of him, till | have won 

A belief 1 love him, but I'll make 

His Virtues his Undoing, and my Praiſes 

Shall be ſo many Swords againſt his Breaſt; 

Which once perform'd, I'll make Vania | 

My Daughter, the King's Heir, and plant my Iſſue 

In this large Throne, nor ſhall it be withſtood 5s» 

They that begin in Luft, muſt end in Blood. Exit. 
Enter Dorialus, Agenor, and Nitus. 

Dor, We live to know a fine time, Gentlemen. 

Nif. And a fine Duke, that through his doting Age 
Suffers himſelf to be a Child again, | | 
Under his Wife's Tuition. | | 
: Age. All the Land holds At Tendr too, in Womans [ 

ervice: Sure we ſhall learn to {pin. $18 

Dor. No, that's too e {hall have other —̃ | 
Liberal Sciences taught us too ſoon; _ „ 
Lying, and flattering, thoſe are the Studies now : 

And Murther ſhortly | know, will be Humanity, Gent. 
If we live here we muſt be Knaves, believe it. 

Niſ. I cannot tell, my Lord Dorialus, though my 
Own Nature hate it, if all determine to be Knaves, 
Ill try what I can do upon my elf, that certain, 
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I will not have my Throat cut for my Goodneſs, 
The Virtue will not quit the Pain. | 

Ae. But pray you tell me, 

Why is the Prince now ripe and full experient, 

Not made a Door in the State? 

Niſ. Becauſe he is honeſt. 

ä Enter Timantus. 

Tim. Goodneſs attend your Honours. 

Dor. Vou muſt not be amongſt us then. | 

Tim. The Dutcheſs, whoſe humble Servant J am proud 
to be, would {peak with you. 

Ase. Sir, we are pleas'd to wait; when is it? 

Iim. An hour hence my good Lords, and fo l leave 

my Service. Exit. 

Dor. This is one of her Ferrets that ſhe bolts buſineſs 
out withal; this Fellow, if he were well ripr, has all 
the linings of a Knave within him, how fly he looks? 

Niſ. Have we nothing about our Cloaths that he may 
catch at? | 

Aze. O my Conſcience, there's no Treaſon in my 
Doublet, if there be, my Elbows will diſcover it, they 
are out, e 
Dor. Faith, and all the harm that I can find in mine 
1s, that they are not pay'd for; let him make what he can 
of that, ſo he diſcharge that. Come, let's go. ¶ Exeunt. 


. Euter Bacha, Leontius, and Telamon. 
= HBacha. And you ſhall find, Sir, what bleſſing Heav'n 
4 gave you in ſuch a Son. (j:&. 


Leon. Pray Gods I may, let's walk and change our Sub- 
Bac ha. O Sir, can any thing come ſweeter to you, or 
ſtrike adeeper joy into your Heart, than your Son's Virtue? 
Leon. allow his Virtues, but tis not handſome thus to 
8 ee, ſelf with ſuch immoderate Praiſes of mine own. 
cha. The ſubject of our Commendations is it felt 
grown infinite in Goodneſs, that all the Glory we can 
lay upon it, though we ſhould open Volumes of his Praiſes, 
is a mere Modeſty in his Expreſſion, and ſhews him lame 
ſtill, like an ill wrought Piece wanting Proportion. 
Leon. Vet ſtill he is a Man, and ſubject ſtill to more 
in.1dinate Vices, than our Love can give him Hef 
| Hd. 
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Bacha. Elſe he were a God; yet ſo near as he is, he 
comes to Heav'n, that we may fee fo far as Fleſh can 


point us things only worthy them, and only theſe in all 
his Actions. 


Leon. This is too much, my Queen. 
Bacha. Had the Gods lov'd me; that my unworthy 
Womb had bred this brave Man. | 
Leon. Still you run wrong. | 
Bacha. I would have liv'd upon the Comfort of him, 
fed on his growing hopes, 
Leon. This touches me. 
Bacha. 1 know no Friends, nor Being, but his Virtues. 
Leon. You have laid out words enough upon a Subject. 
Bacha. But words cannot expreſs him, Sir; why, 
what a ſhape Heav'n has conceiy'd him in, oh Nature 
made him up! | 
Leon. I wonder, Dutcheſs. 


Bachs. So you muſt; for leſs than Admiration loſes 
this God-like Man. 


Leon. Have you done with him? 
Bacha. Done with? O good Gods what 
thus paſs by us without Reverence ? 
Leon. I ſee no ſuch Perfection. 
Bacha. O dear Sir, you are a Father, and thoſe Joys 
To you, ſpeak in your Heart, not in your Tongue. 
Leon. This leaves a taſte behind it worſe than Phyſick. 
Bacha. Then for all his Wiſdom, Valour, 
Good Fortune, and all thoſe Friends of Honour, 
They are in him as free and natural, as Paſſions 
In a Woman. 
Leon. You make me bluſh at all theſe Years, 
To ſee how blindly you have flung your Praiſcs 
Upon a Boy, a very Child, and worthleſs, 
Whilſt 1 live, of theſe Honours. (Tongue 
Bacha. I would not have my love, Sir, make my 
Shew me ſo much a Woman; as to praiſe 
Or diſpraiſe, where my Will is, without Reaſon, 
Or general Allowance of the People. 
Leon. Allowance of the People, what allow they! 


Bache. 


Frailties 
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. Bacha. All I have ſaid for Truth, and they muſt do it 

And doat upon him; love him, and admire him. 

Leon. How's that? 
Bacha. For in this Youth and noble Forwardneſs 

All things are bound together that are kingly, 

A fitneſs to bear Rule. | 
Leon. No more. 

Bacha. And Sovereignty not made to ERR Command, 
Leon. I have ſaid, no more, (me. 
Bacha. I have done, Sir, tho unwilling, and pardon 
Leon. I do, not a word more. 

Bacha. I have giv'n thee Poiſon 

Of more [ nfection than the Dragon's Tooth, 

Or the groſs Air o'er heated. 

Leon. Fimantus, when ſaw you the Prince 2 

Tim. 1 left him now, Sir. 

Leon. Tell me truly, out of your free Opinion with- 

out courting. How you like him? 

Im. How I like him? 

Leon. Ves; for you in Converſation may ſee more 

Than a Father. 

Bacha. It works. 

Tim. Your Grace has choſen out an ill Obſerver. 
Leon. Yes, | mean of his Ill; you talk rightly. 
Tim. But you take me wrong: All I know by him 

1 dare deliver boidly: He is the Store-houſe 

And head of Virtue ; your great ſelf excepted, 

T hat feeds the Kingdom. 

Lein. Theſe are Flatteries; ſpeak me his Vices, there 
you do a Service worth a Father's Thanks. 

Tim. Sir, I cannot. If there be any, ſure they are 
the times, which 1 could with leſs dangerous. 

But pardon me, I am too bold. | (gers are. 
Leon, You are not,forward and open what theſe Dan- 
Tim. Nay, good Sir. 

Leon. Nay, fal not off again, 1 will have all. 

Tim, Alas, Sir, what am I, you ſhould believe 
My Eyes or Ears, ſo ſubtle to obſerve 
Faults in a State; all my main Buſineſs 


Is Service to your Grace, and Neceſſaries 7 
| | | Lor 
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For my poor Life, 

Leon. Do not diſpleaſe me, Sirrah, 

But that you know tell me, and preſently. 

Tim. Since your Grace will have it 
I'll ſpeak it freely; always my Obedience 
And Love preſerv'd unto the Prince. 

Leon. Prethee to the matter. 

Tim. For Sir, if you conſider 
How like a Sun in his great Employments, 
How full of hear. 

Leon. Make me underſtand what J deſire, 

Tim. And then at his return. 

Leon, Do not anger me. 

Tim. Then thus, Sir: All miſlike ye, 

As they would do the Gods, if they did dwell with em. 

Leon, What? | | 

Tim. Talk and prate, as their ignorant Rages 
Leads em, without Alleageance or Religion. 

For Heav'ns ſake have a care of your own Perſon ; 
I cannot tell, their Wickedneſs may lead 
Farther than I dare think yet. 

Leon. O baſe People. 

Tim. Yet the Prince, for whom this is pretended, may 
Perſuade em, and no doubt will: Virtues ever watchful], 
But be you ſtill ſecur'd and comforted. 

Leon. Heav'n how have | offended, that this Rod, 
So heavy and unnatural, ſhould fall upon me 
When I am old and helpleſs. | 

Tim. Brave Gentleman, that ſuch a madding love 
| ſhould follow thee, to rob thee of a Father 
All the Court is full of dangerous Whiſpers. 
Leon. | perceive it, and ſpight of all their ſtrengths 
will make my Safety; I'll cut him ſhorter. 
ll cut him ſhorter firſt, then let him Rule. | 

Bacha. W hat a foul Age is this, when Virtue is made 
a Sword to {mite the virtuous? Alas, alas. 

Leon. I'll teach him to fly lower. 

Tim. By no means, Sir, rather make more your love, 
And hold your favour to him; for 'tis now 
Impoſſible to yoke him, if his Tbughts Sy 
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As I muſt ncer believe, run with their Rages, 
He ne'er was ſo innocent, but what Reaſon 
His Grace has to withdraw his Love from me, 
And other good Men that are near your Perſon, 
I cannot yet find out; I know my Duty 
Has ever been attending. | 
Leon. Tis too plain: He means to play the Villain, 
I' prevent him, not a word more of this, be private. 
| [ Exit Leon, 
Tim, Madam, *tis done. | 
Bacha. He cannot eſeape me. Have you ſpoken with 
the Noblemen? 1 
Tim. Yes, Madam, they are here: I wait a farther 
Service. 


Bacha. Till yet be the Prince, you need no more In- 


ſtructions. 


Tim. No, I have it. [Exit Tim. 


Enter Dorialus, Niſus and Agenor. 


Bacha. That Fool that willingly provokes a Woman, 


Has made bimſelf another evil Angel, 

And a new Hell, to which all other Torments 

Are but mere Paſtime. Nov, my noble Lords, 

You muſt excuſe me, that unmannerly 5 

We have broke your private Buſineſs. 
Agen. Your good Grace may command us, and that. 
Bacha. Faith, my Lord Agenor, tis ſo good a caulc, 

I am confident you cannot loſe by it. 
Dor. Which way does ſhe fiſh now ? 

The Devil is but a Fool to a right Woman. 
My. Madam, we muſt needs win in doing Service to 

ſuch a gracious Lady. (nels, 
Bacha. | thank you, and will let you know the Buſi- 

So I may have your helps, never be doubrful, 

For 'tis ſo juſt a cauſe, and will to you 

Upon the Knowledge ſeem ſo honourable, 

Thar I afſure my ſelf your willing Hearts 

Will ftrait be for me in it. 5 | 
Agen. Ir ſhe ſhould prove good now, what were't like? 
Dor. Thunder in Fanuary, or a good Woman, 


That's ſtranger than all Afﬀrick, _ 
: | Bachs. 


RD? 


Va... AMC. 


Cupid's Revenge. 3577 


Bacha. It ſhall not need your wonder, this it is; 
The Duke you know is old, and rather ſubje& 
To Eaſe and Prayers now, than all thoſe Troubles, 
Cares, and continual Watchings, that attend 
A Kingdom's Safety; therefore to prevent 
, The fall of ſuch a flouriſhing Eſtate 
As this has been, and to put off 
The Murmur of the People that encreaſe 
Againſt my Government, which the Gods know 
] only feel the Trouble of, I preſent 
The Prince unto your Loves, a Gentleman 
In whom all Excellencies are knit together, 

All pieces of a true Man ; let your Prayers 
Win from the Duke halt his Vexation, 

That he may undertake it, whoſe Diſcretion 

I muſt confeſs, though it be from the Father, 
Yer now is ſtronger, and more apt to govern. 
'Tis not my own Deſire, but all the Land's, 

I know the Weakneſs of it. 

Niſ. Madam, this noble care and love has won us 
For ever to your Lives; we'll to the King, 

And fince your Grace has put it in our Mouths, 
We'll win him with the cunning'ft Words we can. 

Dor. 1 was never cozen'd in a Woman before, 

For commonly they are like Apples: If once they bruiſe 
They will grow rotten thorow, and ſerve for nothing 
bur to aſſwage Swellings. 

Bacha. Good Lords delay no time, ſince *tis your good 
Pleaſures to think my Counſel good, and by no means 
Let the Prince know it, whoſe Affections 
Will ſtir mainly againſt it; beſides his Father 
May hold him dangerous, if it be not carried 
So that his forward Will appear not in it. 

Go, and be happy. r 

Dor. Well, 1 would not be chronicl'd as thou 
Wilt be for a good Woman, for all the World. 

Niſ. Madam, we kiſs your Hand, and ſo inſpire. 
Nothing but Happineſs can crown our Prayers. 

[ Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENEL. | 
Enter Leucippus and Iſmenus. 


Leu. * thus ſhe has us d me, is't not a good Mo- 
: ther! | | | 
In. Why kill'd you her not? 
Leu. The Gods forbid it. 
Iſm. S'light, if all the Women i'th' World were bar- 
ren, ſhe had dy'd. | 
Leu. Bat 'tis not Reaſon direCts thee thus. 
Iſm. Then have l none at all, for all I have in me 
Directs me: Your Father's in a pretty Rage. 
Leu, Why? 5 | 
Iſm. Nay, tis well if he know himſelf, but ſome of 
the Nobility have deliver'd a Petition to him; what's 
in't I know not, but it has put him to his Trumps ; 
he has taken a Months time to anſwer it, and chafes 
like himſelf. | | 
Enter Leontius, Bacha and Tellamon. 
Leu, He's here, Iſmens. 
Leon. Set me down Tellamon. Leucippus. 
Leu. Sir. ; 
Bacha. Nay, good Sir, be at Peace, I dare ſwear he 
| knows not of it. . 
Leon. You are fooliſh; peace. 
Bacba. All will 80 ill, deny it boldly, Sir, truſt me 
he cannot prove it by you. 
Leon. What? l 
Backa. You'll make all worſe too with your facing 
Leu. What is the Matter ? (it. 
Leon. Know'ſt thou that Petition? 
Look on it well; would'ſt thou be joyn'd with me 
(Unnatural Child to be weary of me) 
E'er Fate eſteem me fit for other Worlds? 
Bac ba. May be he knows not of it. 
Leu, Oh ſtrange Carriages! 
ir, as I have hope that there is any thing 
To reward doing well, my Uſages 


1 Which have been (but tis no matter what) Have 


Have put me ſo far from the thought of Greatneſs, 

That I ſhould welcome it like a Diſeaſe 

That grew upon me, and I could not cure. 

They are my Enemies that gave you this, 

And yet they call me Friend, and are themſelves 

I fear abus'd. Iam weary of my Lite, 

For God's ſake take it from me; it creates 

More Miſchief in the State than it is worth. 

The Uſage I have had, | know would make 

Wiſdom her ſelf run frantick through the Streets, 

And Patience quarrel with her Shadow, 

Sir, this Sword 
Bacha. Alas | help for the love of Heay? n, 

Make way through me firſt, for he is your Father. 

Leon W hat, would he kill me ? 

Bacha, No, Sir, no. 

Leon. Thou always mak*ft the beſt on t, but I fear 
Leu. Why do you uſe me thus? who is't can think 

That I would kill my Father, that can yet 

Forbear to kill you? Here, Sir, is my Sword; 

Id are not touch it, leſt the ſay again 

1 would have kill'd you; let me not have Mercy 

When! moſt need it, if I would not change 

Place with my meaneſt Servant. Let theſe Faults 

Be mended, Madam; if you ſaw how ill 

They did become you, you would part with them. 
Bacha. I told the Duke as much before. 

Leu. What? what did you tell him? 
Bacha. That it was only an Ambition, 

Nurſt in you by your Youth, provok'd you thus, 

W bich Age would take away. 
Leon. It was his doing then? come hither, Love. 
Bacha. No indeed, Sir. 

Leu. How am I made. that I can bear all this? 

If any one had us'd a Friend of mine near this, 

My hand had carried Death about it. 

Leon. Lead me hence, Tellamon ; come my dear A 

Bacha, 1 ſhall find time for this. 

I'm. Madam, you know 1 dare not ſpeak before 

The King; but you know well, if not, III tel] lc, 

ou 
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You are the moſt wicked'ſt, and moſt murderous 
Strumpet, that ever was call'd Woman. 
Bacha. My Lord, what can I do for him? he ſhall 
command me. 
Leon, I know thou art too kind: ; away I ſay. 
[ Exe. Leon. Bacha, Tim. and Tel. 
In. Sir, I am ſure we dream, this cannot be. 
Leu. Oh that we did, my Wickedneſs has * 
All this to paſs, elſe ! ſhould bear my ſelf. 
Enter Urania. | 
Iſm. Look, do you ſee who's there? your virtuous 

Mother's fue ; 3 kill her, yer take ſome little pidling 

Revenge. 

Leu. Away, the whole Court calls her virtuous ; for 
they ſay, ſhe is unlike her * and if fo, ſhe can 
have no Vice. [Exit Ura. 

Iſm. I'll truſt none of em that come of ſuch a Breed, 
Leu. But I have found 

A kind of Love in her to me; alas, 

Think of her Death ! I dare be ſworn for her, 

She is as free from any hate to me 

As her bad Mother's full. She was brought up 

Prh' Country, as her Tongue will let you know, 

Enter Urania. 
If you but talk with her, with a poor Unkle, 
Such as her Mother had. 
Iſm. She's come again. 
Ura. 1 would fain ſpeak to the good Marquis, my Bro- 
ther, if I but thought he could abaid me. 

Leun. Siſter, how do you? 

Ura. Very well I thank you. 

Iu: How does your good Mother? 

eu. Fie, fie, Iſmenus for ſhame, mock ſuch an in- 

nocent Soul as this. 

Ura. Feth a ſhe be no good, God may her ſo. 

Leu. 1 know you wiſh it with your Heart, dear Siſter, 
but ſhe is good I hope. 

Iſm. Are you ſo fimple, to make ſo much of this? 

Do you not know, | 

That all her wicked Mother labours for, is but to raiſe 

Her to your Right, and leave her this Dukedom? Ua. 
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Ura. I, but ne'er Sir be afred; 
For though ſhe take th' ungain'ſt weas ſhe can, 
I'll ne'er ha't fro you. 
Leu. I ſhould hate my ſelf, Iſmenns, 
If I ould think of her Simplicity, 
Ought but extreamly well. 
* Nay, as you will. 
ra. And though ſhe be my Mother, 
If ſhe take any courſe to do you wrong, 


If I can ſee't, youſt quickly hear on'r, Sir: 
= And foil take my leave. | 
3 Leu. Farewel good Siſter, I thank you. [Exit Urania. 


Inu. You believe all this? 
. . 8 5 
Enter Timantus. 

In. A good Faith doth well, but methinks a 
It were no hard matter now, for her Mother to ſend her: 
Yonder's one you may truſt if you will too. 

| Lex. So | will, if he can ſhew me as apparent ſigns 
Of Truth as ſhe did; does he weep, Iſmenus? 
Iſm. Yes, I think ſo, ſome good's happen'd I warrant : 
Do you hear, you? What honeſt Man has ſcap'd Miſery; 
that thou art crying thus? 5 
Tim. Noble Iſmenus, where's the Prince? 
= Why there: Haſt wept thine Eycs out? 
im. Sir, I belcech you hear me. 
Leu. Well, fpcak on. 

Iſm, Why, will you hear him? 

Leu. Yes Iſmenus, why? 

Im. I would hear Blaſphemy as willingly, 

Leu. You are to blame. 

Tim. No, Sir, he is net to blame: 
If I were as | was. 

I'm. Nor as thou art, ifaith awhit to blame. 

Leu. What's your Buſineſs ? | | 

Tim. Faith Sir, 1 am aſhamed to ſpeak before you, 
My Conſcience tells me I have injur'd you, 

And by the earneſt Inſtigation . 

Of others, have not done you to the King 

Always the beſt and friendlieſt Offices; 80 
Vol. VII. 3 Which 


35 82 | Cupid's Revenge. 


Which pardon me, or I will never ſpeak. 

Iſin. Never pardon him, and ſilence a Knavc. 

Leu. I pardon thee. | 
Tim. Your Mother ſure is naught. | 

Leu. Why ſhould'ſt thou think ſo? - 
Tim. Oh noble Sir, your honeſt Eyes perceive not 
The dangers 17 are led to; ſhame upon her, 
And what fell miſeries the Gods can think on, 
Shower down upon her wicked Head, ſhe has plotted 
I know too well your Death; would my poor Lite, 
Or thouſand ſuch as mine is, might be offer'd 
Like Sacrifices up for your preſerving, 
W hat free Oblations would ſhe have to glut her, 
Bur ſhe is mercileſs, and bent to Ruin; 
If Heav'n and good Men ſtep not to your Reſcue, 
And timely, very timely: Oh this Dukedom! 
I weep, | weep for the poor Orphans i' th' Country 
Left with but Friends or Parents. - 505 

Leu. Now Iſmenus, what think you of this Fellow? 
T bis was a lying Knave, a Flatterer; 
Does not this Love ſtill ſnew him ſo. | 
I'm. This Love? This Halter; if he prove not yet 
The cunning'ſt rankeſt Rogue that ever canted, 
Pl never ſee Man again; I know him to bring, 
And can interpret every new Face he makes; 
Look how he wiings like a good Stool for a Tear: 
Take heed, Children and Fools 
Firſt feel the ſmart, then weep. 
Leu. Away, away, ſuch an unkind diſtruſt, 
Is worſe than a diſſembling, if it be one, ; 
And ſooner leads to Miſchief; I believe it, 
And him an honeſt Man, he could not carry 
| Under an evil Cauſe, fo true a Sorrow. 

Iſm. Take heed, this is your Mother's Scorpion, 
That carries Stings even in his Tears, 
W hoſe Soul is a rank Poiſon through : Touch 
Not at him, if you do, you are gone, if you had twenty 
Lives: knew him for a roguiſh Boy, when 
He would poiſon Dogs, and keep tame Toads, a 
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He lay with his Mother, and infected her, and now 

She begs i' th' Hoſpital, with a patch of Velvet, 

Where her Noſe ſtood, like the Queen of Spades, 

And all her Teeth in her Purſe: The Devil and this 

: _— are ſo near, 'tis not yet known which is the eviler 
ngel. . 
Leu. Nay, then I ſee'tis Spite : Come hither, Friend. 

Haſt thou not heard the Cauſe yet that incens'd my Mother 

to my Death, for I proteſt 1 feel none in my ſelf? | 
Tim. Her Will, Sir, and Ambition, as I think 

Are the Provokers of it, as in Women 

Thoſe two are ever powerful to Deſtruction, 

Beſide a hate of your ſtill growing Virtues, © 

She being only wicked. ns 

Leu. Heav'ns defend me as I am innocent, 

And ever have been from all immoderate T houghts and 

Actions, that carry ſuch Rewards along with 'em. 
Tim. Sir, all I know, my Duty muſt reveal, 

My Country and my Love command it from me, 

For which I'll lay my Life down; this Night coming, 

A Counſel is appointed by the Duke, e 

To ſit about your Apprehenſion: 5 

If you dare truſt my Faith, which by all good Things 

Shall ever watch about you, go along, 

And to a Place Tl guide you, where no word 

Shall ſcape without your hearing, nor no Plot, 

Without diſcovering to you; which once known, you 

have your Anſwers and Prevention. 6 
Iſm. You are not ſo mad to go; ſhift off this Fellow, 

you ſhall be rul'd once by a wiſe Man: Ratsbane, get you 
Leu. Peace, peace for ſhame, thy Love is too ſuſpicious, 

Tis a way offer'd to preſerve my Life, and I will take it: 

Be my Guide Timantus, and do not mind this angry Man, 

Thou know'ſt him; I may live to requite thee. _ 
Tim. Sir, this Service is done for Virtue's fake, not for 

Reward, however he may hold me. ö 
Iſu. The great Pox on you, but thou haſt that Curſe ſo 

much, will grow a Bleſſing in the: ſhortly. Sir, for Wiſe 

dom's ſake court not . Death, I am your . 

2 g us; 
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Subject, and 1 ſhall loſe in both; if I lov'd you not, 1 
would laugh at you, and ſee you run your Neck into the 
Nooſe, and cry a W oodcock. | 
Leu. So much of Man, and ſo much fearful ; fie, pre. 
thee have Peace within thee: I ſhall live yet many a 
golden Day to hold thee here deareſt and neareſt to me: 
Go on TIimantus, I charge you by your Love no more, 
no.mere.” 5-2 ¶Exeunt Leu. and Tim, 
Im. Go, and let your own Rod whip you: 
I pity you. And Dog, if he miſcarry thou ſhalt pay fort, 
Fil ſtudy for thy Puniſhment, and it ſhall laſt 
Longer and ſharper than a tedious W inter, 3 
Till thou Blaſphem'ſt, and then thou dieſt and damn'ft. 
| | Exit, 
Enter Leontius and Tellamon. a 
Leon. 1 wonder the Dutcheſs comes not. 
Tel. She has heard, Sir, your Will to ſpeak with her: 
But there is ſomething leaden at her Heart; 
(Pray God it be not Mortal) that even keeps her 
From Converſation with her ſelf, _ 
Enter Bacha. 
Bacha. Oh whither will my croſs Affections pull me? 
Fortune, Fate, and you whoſe Powers direct our Actions, 
nd dwell within us, you that are Angels 
Guiding to Virtue, wherefore have you given. 
So ſtrong a hand to Evil? Wherefore ſuffer'd 
A Temple of your own, you Deities 
W here your fair ſelves dwelt only, and your Goodneſs, 
Thus to be ſoibd with Sin? 
Leon. Heav'n bleſs us all. 
From whence comes this Diſtemper? Speak, my fair one. 
- Bacha, And have you none, Love and Obedience, 
You ever faithful Servants to imploy No 
In this ſtrange ſtory of Impiety, 
But me a Mother; muſt | be your Strumpet ? 
To lay black Treaſon upon, and in him 
In whom all Sweetneſs was; in whom my Love 
Was prov'd to have a Being, in whom Juſtice, 
And all the Gods for. all our Imaginations 
Can work into a Man, were more than Virtues, F 
f / m- 
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Ambition down to Hell, where thou wert foſter'd, 
Thou haſt poiſon d the beſt Soul, the pureſt, whiteſt, 
And meereſt innocent'ſt it ſelf that ever ö 
Mens greedy hopes gave life to. 

Leon. This is ſtill ſtranger, lay this Treaſon 
Open to my Correction. TY 

Bacha. Oh what a combat Duty and Affection 
Breeds in my Blood / 

Leon. If thou conceal'ſt him, may, 
Beſide my Death, the Curſes of the Country, 
Troubles of Conſcience, and a wretched End, 
Bring thee unto a poor forgotten Grave. 

Bacha. My Being, for another Tongue to tell it, 
Ceaſe, a Mother! ſome good Man that darcs 

Speak for his King and Country: I am full 

Of too much Woman's pity ; yet oh Heav'n, 
Since it concerns the Safcty of my Sovereign, 
Let it not be a Cruclty in me, 
Nor draw a Mother's Name in queſtion, | 
Amongſt unborn People, to give up that Man 
To Law and Juſtice, that unrighteouſly 
Has ſought his Father's Death, be deaf, be deaf, Sir, 
Your Son 1s the Offender : Now have you all, 
Would I might never ſpeak again. 

Leon. My Son! Heav'y help me. 
No more! I thought it, and ſince 
His Life is grown ſo dangerous : Let them that 
Gave him, take him; he ſhall dic, 
And with him all my Fears. ; 

Bacha. Oh uſe your Mercy, you have a brave Subj & 
To beſtow it on. Ill forgive him, Sir; and for his 
Wrong to me, Il be before ye. 

Leon. Durſt his Villany extend to thee? 

Bacha. Nothing bur heats of Youth, Sir. 

Leon. Upon my Life he ſought my Bed. 

Bacha. I muſt confeſs he loved me 
Somewhat beyond a Son; and ſtill purſu'd it 
With ſuch a Luft, I will not ſay Ambition, 

That clean forgetting all Obedience, 
And only following his firſt Heat unto me, 
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He hotly ſought your Death, and me in Marriage. 
Leon. Oh Villain! 
Bacha. But I forget all, and am half aſham'd 
Jo preſs a Man ſo far. 
8 Enter Timantus. | 
Tim. Where is the Duke? For God's ſake bring me to 
Leon, Here I am, each corner of the Dukedom (him. 
Sends new affrights forth, what would'ſt thou? Speak. 
Tim. I cannot Sir, my Fear ties up my Tongue. 
. Leon. Why, what's the matter? Take my Courage 
\ To thee, and boldly ſpeak, where are the Guard? 
in the God's Name, out with it. 
Tim, Treaſon, Treaſon. 
Leon. In whom? 
Bacha. Double the Guard. 
Tim. There is a Fellow, Sir. 
Leon, Leave ſhaking, Man. 
Tim. *Tis not for fear, but wonder. 
Leon. Well. 
Tim, There is a Fellow, Sir, cloſe i' th' Lobby: 
You o'the Guard, look to the Door there. 
Leon. But let me know the Buſineſs. 
Tim. Oh that the Hearts of Men ſhould be ſo harden'd 
| Againſt ſo good a Duke! for God's fake, Sir, 
Seck means to ſave your ſelf; this wretched Slave 
Has his Sword in his Hand, I know his Heart: 
Oh it hath almoſt kilPd me with the thoughts of it. 
Leon. Where is he? ens 
"i Enter the Guard, 
Tim. V th' Lobby, Sir, cloſe in a Corner: 
Look to your ſelves for Heav'ns ſake, 
Methinks he is here already. | 
Fellows of the Guard be valiant. 
Leon. Go Sirs, and apprehend him; Treaſon ſhall 
Never dare me in mine own Gates. . 
Tim. Tis done. [Guard bring the Prince in. 
- Bacha. And thou ſhalt find it to thy beſt Content. 
Leon. Are theſe the Comforts of my Age? 
They're happy that end their Days contented 


With 
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With a little, and live aloof from Dangers, to a King 
Every content doth a new Peril bring. * 
Oh let me live no longer, ſhame of Nature, 

Baſtard to Honour, Traitor, Murderer, 

Devil in a humane Shape. Away with him, 

He ſhall not breathe his hot Affection here. 

Leu. Sir, hear me. | 

Leon. Am | or he your Duke? Away with him 
To a cloſe Priſon; your Highne!s now ſhall know, 
Such Branches muſt be cropt before they grow. 

Leu. Whatever Fortune comes, I bid it welcome, 
My Innocency is my Armour: Gods preſerve you. Exit. 

_ Bacha, Fare thee well, 1 ſhall never ſee ſo brave a Gen- 
Would I could weep out his Offences, (tleman, 

Tim, Or I could weep out mine Eyes. 

Leon, Come Gentlemen, we'll determine preſently 
About his Death, we cannot be too forward in our 
Safety, I am very ſick, lead me unto my Bed. | Ever. 

Enter Citizen and his Boy. 

Cit. Sirrah, go fetch my Fox from the Cutlers: 

There's Mony for the ſcowring: Tell him | ftop a Groar 


bruiſe he took, with the recoiling of hi, Gun. 
Boy. Yes, Sir. | 
Cir. And do you hear? when you come, take down 
my Buckler, and ſweep the Cobwebs off, and grind the 
pick out, and fetch a Nail or too, and tack on Pracers 
Tow Miſtreſs made a Pot- lid on't, 


Handle. | 
Boy. IT will, Sir. I Exit. 
Git. Who's within here, hoe Neighbour, not ſtirring 

yet? | 


2 Cit. Oh, good Morrow, good Morrow, what New, 


what News? 5 | 

1 Cit. It holds, he dies this Morning . 

2 Cit. Then happy Man be his Fortune, I am reſolv'd. 

1 Cit. And ſoam l, and forty more good Fe!lows, 8 
That will not give their Heads for the waſhing, I rake it. 
eee 14 ct. 


+ 


thank her, at her Man's Wedding, and burnt off the 


\ 


ſince the laſt great Muſter, he had in Stone-Pitch for the «+ 
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2 Git. *Sfoot Man, who would not hang in ſuch good 
Company, and ſuch a Cauſe? A Fire, a Wife and Chil- 
dren; 'tis ſuch a jeſt that Men ſhould look behind*em to 
the World, and let their Honours, their Honours, Neigh- 
bour, ſlip. | 

1 Cz7, Tl! give thee a pint of Baſtard and a Roll for 
that bare Word. Bel LG | 

2 Cit, They ſay, that we Tailors are things that lay 
one another, and our Geeſe hatch us: I'll make ſome 
of 'em feel they are Geeſe o'th* Game then. 
I'fack, take down my Bill, *tis ten to one I uſe it. Take a 


good heart Man, all the low Ward is ours, with a wet 
An hay my cut-fing' red Gantlet ready for me, (Finger. 


That, that I us'd to work in, when the Gentlemen were 


Up againſt us, and beaten out of Town, and almoſt out o 
Debt too, for a Plague on em they never paid well ſince; 
And take heed Sirrah, your Miſtreſs hears not of this 

| Buſineſs, ſhe's near her time; yet if ſhe do, 

care not, ſhe may long for Rebellion, 

For ſhe has a deviliſh Spirit. , 

1 Cit. Come, let's call up the new Tronmonger, he's as 
toughas Steel, and has a fine Wir in theſe Reſurrections; - 
Are you ſtirring, Neighbour? —_— | 

3 Cit. within, Oh, Good morrow Neighbours, 

I'll come to you preſently. 
2 Cit. Go to, this is his Mother's doing; ſhe's a Polecat. 
1 Cit. às any is in the World. 8 
2 (it. Then ſay I have hit it, and a vengeance on her, 
let her be what ſhe will. te F 

1 Cit, Amen ſay I, ſhe has brought things to a fine pals 
with her Wiſdom, do you mark it? 5 

2 Cir. One thing I am ſure ſhe has, the good old Duke, 
ſhe gives him Pap again they ſay, and dandles him, and 
hangs a Corral and Bells about his Neck, and makes him 
believe his Teeth will come again; which if they did, 
and | he, I would worry heras never Curr was worried: 
1 would Neighbour, till my Teeth met I know where, 
but that's Counſel. 9 
| 25 Enter third Citizen. 

3 Cit. Good morrow Neighbours, hear you the er 

ö | 1 Co 
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1 Cit. Ves, would we knew as well how to prevent it. 
3 Cit. I cannot tell, methinks twere no great matter 
if Men were Men, but . 
2C0it. Vou do not twit me with my Calling, Neighbour? 
3 Cit. No ſurely; for I know your Spirit to be tall, 
pray be not vext. 
2 Cit. Pray forward with your Counſel; 
I am what I am, and they that prove me ſhall find me 
to their coſt; do you mark me Neighbour, to their coſt 
I ſay. 
* Nay, look how ſoon you are angry ? 
2 Cie. They ſhall, Neighbours; yes, I fay they ſhall. 
3 Cit. 1 do believe they ſhall, 
f: . ĩð oo = 
2 (it. Whether you do or no I care not two Pence, 
Jam no Beaſt, I know mine own ſtrength Neighbours 
God bleſs the King, your Companies is fair. 


— 


1 Cit. Nay Neighbour, now ye err, now I muſt tell 


you ſo, and ye are twenty Neighbours. 

3 Cir. You had beſt go Peach, do Peach. 

2 Cit, Peach I ſcorn the motion. 

3 Cit. Do, and ſee what follows; I'll ſpend an hundred 
Pound, and be two I care not; but l'Il undo thee. 


2 Git. Peach, Oh diigrace! Peach in thy Face, and 


do the worſt thou can'ſt; I am a True-man, and a Free- 
man; Peach! 
1 Cit. Nay, look, you will ſpoil all. 
2 Cit. Peach! 
1 Cit, Whilſt you two brawl together, the Prince will 


3 (it. Come, give me your Hand, I love you well, 
are you for the Action? 


2 Cit. Yes, but Peach provokes me, *tis a cold Fruit, I 
feel it cold in my Stomach ſtill. | 
3 Cit. No more, I'll give you Cake to digeſt it. 
Enter @ fourth Citizen 
4. Cit, Shut up my Shop, and be ready at a call Boys, 


and one of you run over my old Tuck with a few Aſhes, 


tis grown odious with toſting Cheeſe ; and burn a little 
Juniper in my Murrin, the Maid made it her Chamber- 
pot; an hour hence I'll come again; and as you hear 
from me, ſend me a clean Shirt. ——= 


—— = 5 — — —— — 


(loſe his Life. 
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3 (it. The Chandler by the W'harf, and it be thy Will, 

2 Cit. Goſſip, good Morrow. 

4Cit. Oh good Morrow, Goflip ; good Morrow all, 

I ſee ye of one Mind you cleave fo cloſe together; come 
tis time, I have prepared an hundred if they ſtand. 

* 1Gz, *Tis well done; ſhall we (ever, and about it? 

3 Cre. Firſt, let's to the Tavern, and a Pint apiece 
will make us Dragons. % | 
2 Cit. I will have no Mercy, come what will of it. 

4 Cit. If my Tuck hold, I'll {pit the Guard like Larks 
with Sage between em. 

2 Cit. 1 have a fooliſh Bill to reckon with 'em, will 
make ſome of their Hearts ake, and Ill lay it on 3 now 
ſhall I fight, 'twill do you good to ſee me. 

3 Cit. Come, I'll do ſomething for the Town to talk 
of when I am rotten z pray God there be enough to 
ill, that's all. _ | Exeunt. 

Enter Dorialus, Niſus and Agenor. 

Agen. How black the Day begins! 

Dor. Can you blame it, and look upon ſuch aDecd a as 
ſhall be done this Morning? 

Niſ. Does the Prince ſuffer to Day ? ? 

Dor. Within this Hour, they ſay. 

Agen. Well, they that are moſt wicked are moſt 
ſafe; twill be a ſtrange Juſtice, and a lamentable, Gods 
keep us from the too ſoon feeling of it. 

Dor. I care not if my Throat were next; for to live 
{til}, and live here, were bur to grow fat for the Sham- 


: =_—_ 


Niſ. Yet we muſt do it, and thank em too, chat our 
Lives/ may be accepted. 

Asen. Faith I'll go ſtarve my gel, or grow diſeas d to 

ſhame the Hang · man; for I am ſure he ſhall be my He- 

rald, and quarter me. 

Dor. Ay, a Plague on him, he's too excellent at Arms. 
Niſ. Will you go ſee this ſaid Sight, my Lord Agenor? 
Agen. VII make a Mourner. | 
Dor. If 1 could do him any gocd, | would go, 

The bare Sight elſe will but afflict my Spirit, 


My Prayers ſhall be as near him as your Eyes „ * 
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As you find him ſetled, remember my Love and Service 
to his Grace. . 


Niſ. We will weep for you, Sir: fare wel. Ereunt. 


Dor. Farewel to all our Happineſs, a long fare wel. 
Thou angry Power, whether of Heav'n or Hell, 
Thou laiſt this ſharp Corre&ion on our Kingdom 
For our Offences, infinite and mighty! 
Oh hear me, and at length be pleas'd, be pleas'd 
With Pity to draw back thy Vengeance, | 
Too heavy for our Weakneſs; and accept 
(Since it is your Diſcretion, heav'nly Wiſdoms, 

To have it ſo) this Sacrifice for all, 
That now is flying to your Happineſs, 
Only for you moſt fit; let all our Sins ſuffer in him. 


[4 ſhout within. 


Gods, what's the matter? I hope 'tis Joy; 
How now, my Lords? 
| Enter Agenor and Niſus. 
Niſ. Tl tell you with that little Breath I have 


More Joy than you dare think, The Prince is ſafe from 


Danger. 

Dor. How! 

Agen. Tis true, and thus it was; his Hour was come 

To loſe his Life, he ready for the Stroke, 

Nobly, and full of Saint-like Patience, 

Went with his Guard; which when the People ſaw, 

Compaſſion firſt went out, mingled with Tears, 

Thar bred Deſires, and Whiſpers to each other, 

To do ſome worthy Kindneſs for the Prince, 

And &er they underſtood well how to do, 

Fury ſtept in, and taught them what to do, 
Thruſting on every Hand to reſcue him, 

As a white Innocent; then flew the roar _ 

Through all the Streets, of Save him, ſave him.ſave him. 

And as they cry'd, they did; for c.tching up | 

Such ſudden Weapons as their Madneſs ſhew'd them, 

In ſhort, they beat the Guard, and took him from 'em, 

And now march with him like a Royal Army. | 

Dor. Heav'n, Heav'n I thank thee, | 

What a Slave was I to have my Hand fo far from _ 

i e ee e e ee. Weben his 
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This brave Reſcue, t ad been a thing to brag on 
When I was old. Shall we run for a Wager to the 
Next Temple,. and give Thanks ? 

Niſ. As faſt as Wiſhes. EY 

Enter Leucippus andiſmenus; rhe People within ſtop. 

Leu. Good Friends go home again, there's not a Man 
ſhall go with me. | 

In. Will you not take Revenge? T'll call them on. 

Leu. All that love me, depart: 

I thank you, and will ſerve you for your Loves; 
But I will thank you more to ſuffer me 

To govern em once more: I do beg ye, 

For my ſake to your Houſes, | 

All within. Gods preſerve you. | 

Iſm. And what Houſe will you go to? 

Ten. Iſmenus, I will take the warieſt Courſes that l 
can think of to defend my ſelf, but not offend. 
In. You may kill your Mother, and never offend 
your Father, an honeſt Man. 

Leu. Thou know'ſt I can ſcape now, that's all I look 
for; I'll leave. 1 5 

Iſm. Timantus, a Pox take him, would I had him 
here, I would kill him at his own Weapon ſingle ſithes, 
we have built enough on him; Plague on't, I'm out of 
all Patience; diſcharge ſuch an Army as this, that would 
have followed you without paying, Oh Gods! 

Leu. To what end ſhould I keep em? I am free. 
Im. Yes, free o'th* Traitors, for you are proclaim'd 

one. 1 
Leu. Should I therefore make my ſelf one? 

Iſm. This is one of your moral Philoſophy, is it? 
Heav'n bleſs me from Subtilties to undo my ſelf with; 
But I know, if Reaſon her ſelf were here, 
She would not part with her own Safety. 

Leu. Well, pardon Tſmenus, for I know | 
My Courſes are moſt juſt; nor will I ſtain em 
With one bad Action; for thy ſelf thou know'lſt, 

That though I may command thee, I ſhall be 
A ready Servant to thee if thou needſt; and fo Tl take 
my leave, | 
jo 
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Iſm. Of whom? 
Len. Of thee. 
Iſm, Heart, you ſhall take a of me. 
Len. Shall I not? 
Im. No, by the Gods ſhall you not; nay, if you 
have no more Wit but to go abſolutely alone, I'll be in 
a little. 
Leu. Nay, prethee good Iſinenus part with me. 
Iſm. I wo'not i'faith, never move it any more; for 
by this good Light I wo' not. 5 
Leu. This is an ill time to be thus unruly. 
Iſmneus, you muſt leave me. 
Iſm, Yes, if you can beat me away; elſe the Gods 


refuſe me if I will leave you till I ſee more Reaſon; you 
ſha'nt undo your ſelf. 


Leu. But why wilt not leave me? 

Iſm, Why I'll tell you: Becauſe when you are gone, 
then Life, if | have not forgot my Reaſon hell 
take me; you put me out of Patience ſo; Oh! marry 
when you are gone, then will your Mother (a Pox con- 
found her) ſhe never comes in my Head, but ſhe ſpoils 
my Memory too: there are a hundred Reaſons. . 

Leu. But ſhew me one. 3 

Iſm. Shew you; what a ſtir here is; why I will ſhew 
you: Do you think, well, well, I know what I know, I 
pray come, come. Tis in vain, but I am ſure. De- 
vils take *em; what do I meddle with them ? You know 
your ſelf. Soul, Ithink I am; is there any Man th 
World? as if you knew not this already better than I. 
Piſh, piſh, I'll give no Reaſon. 

Len But I will tell thee one, why thou ſhouldſt ſtay 3 
T have not one Friend in the Court bur thou, 

On whom l may be bold to truſt to ſend me 
Any intelligence; and if thou lov'{t me 1 
Thou wilt do this, thou needſt not fear to ſtay, 

For there are new-come Proclamations out, 

Where all are pardon'd hut my elf. 
Ii. Tis true, and in the ſame Proclamation, your 
fine Siſter Urania, whom you us'd fo kindly, is pro- 
claim'd Heir apparent to the Crown. 


Leu. 


\ 


/ 
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Leu. What though, thou may'ſt ſtay at home with⸗ 
out Danger? ht 
Iſm. Danger, hang Danger, what tell you me of 
Danger? 5 
Leu. Why if thou wilt not do't, I think thou dar'ſt 
D 
Iſm. I dare not; if you ſpeak it in earneſt, you are 
a Boõ/. | 
| ri Well Sir, if you dare, let me ſee you do't. 
Im. Why ſo you ſhall, I will ſtay. 
Leu. Why God-a-mercy— 14 
Iſm. You know I love you but too well. 5 
Leu. Now take theſe few Directions: farewel, ſend 
to me by the warieſt ways thou can'ſt; I have a Soul 
tells me we ſhall meet often. The Gods protect thee. 
Im. Pox o my ſelf for an Aſs, Pm crying now, God 
be with you, if I never ſee you again; why then pray 
get you gone, for Grief and Anger wo'not let me know 
what I ſay, I'll to the Court as faſt as I can, and ſee 
the new Heir apparent. [ Exeunt. 


ACTV. SCENE I 


Enter Urania and her Woman. 


UraXXJHAT, haft thou found him? 
| Woman. Madam, he is coming in. 
Ura. Gods bleſs my Brother, whereloc'er he is; 
And I beſeech you keep me fro the Bed 
Of any naughty Tyrant, whom my Mother 
Would ha'me have to wrong him. 
Ee Enter Iſmenus. 
In. What would her new Grace have with me? 
Ura. Leave us a while. My Lord Iſmenus, ¶ Exit Mo. 
T pray for the Love of Heav'n and God, 
That you would tell me one thing, which I know 
You can do well. y | 
Iſun. Where's her fain Grace? | 
Va. You know me well inough, but that you Mock, 
I am ſhe my Sen. V. | Iſm. 


ſ 
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In. God bleſs him that ſhall be thy Husband, if thou 
wear'ſt the Breeches thus ſoon, thou'lt be as impudent 


as thy Mother. 


Ura, But will you tell me this one thing? 

Iſm. What is't? if it be no great Matter whether 1 
do or no, perhaps Iwill. 

Ura. Yes faith, *tis Matter. 

Iſm. And what is't? 


Ura. I pray you let me know where the Prince my 


6 


Brother is. ; 


Iſin. Vfaith you ſhan be hang'd firſt, is your Mother 
ſo tooliſh to think your good Grace can ſift it out of me? 


Tua. If you have any Mercy left i' you to a poor 
rr, 


Iſm. Why would'ſt thou not have thy Brains beat 
our for this, to follow thy Mother's ſteps ſo young? 

Ura, But believe me, ſhe knows none of this. 

Iſm. Believe you? why do you think I never had 
Wits? or that I am run out of them? how ſhould it be- 
long to you to know, if I could tell ? | 

Ura., Why | will tell you, and if I ſpeak falſe 
Let the Devil ha'me : yonder's a bad Man, 

Come from a Tyrant to my Mother, and what Name 


They ha for him, good faith I cannot tell. 


Im. An Ambaſſador. 

Ura. That's it; but he would carry me away, 
And have me marry his Maſter; and I'll day 
E'er I will ha' him. 

I'm. But what's this ro knowing where the Prince is? 

Ura. Yes, for you know all my Mother does; 

Agen the Prince, is but to ma me great. 

Iſm. Pray, I know that too well, what ten? 

Ura. Why I could go to the good Marquis my 
Brother, and put my ſelf into his Hands, that ſo 
He may preſerve himſelf. | ; 

Iſm. Oh that thou hadſt no Seed of thy Mother in 
thee, and could'ſt mean this now. ; 

Ura. Why feth 1 do, wou'd I might ne'er ſtir more 
if I do not. 
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Iſm 1 ſhall prove a ridiculous Fool, ll be damn'd 
elſe z hang me if I do not half believe thee. 
Urz. By my Troth you may. 
Iſm. By my Troth I do: I know I'm an Aſs for't, 
Bur I cannot help it. 8 
LDra. And won you tell me then ? | 
Iſm. Ves faith will I, er any thing elſe i'th' World; for 
I think thou art as good a Creature as ever was born. 
Ura. But ail go this ladſt Apparel; | 
Bur you mun help me to Silver. 
I ſm. Help thee? why the Pox take him that will not 
Help thee to any thing i'th' World, I'll help thee to 
Mony, and Fl do't preſently too, and yet Soul, if you 
ſhould play the ſcurvy Harlotry, little pocky Baggage 
now and cozen me, what then ? | 
Ura. Why, an] do, wou'dI might ne'er ſee Day again. 
Iſm. Nay, by this Light, 1 do not think thou wilt: 
TI preſently provide thee Mony and a Letter. [ Exiz Im. 
Ura, Ay, but I'll ne'er deliver it. : 
When I have found my Brother, I will beg 
To ſerve him; bur he ſhall never know who I am 
For he muſt hate me then for my bad Mother; 
I'll ſay I am a Country Lad that want a Service, 
And have ſtraid on him hy chance, leſt he diſcover me; 
I know I muſt not live long, but that taime 
I ha' to ſpend, ſhall be in ſerving him. Eh, 
And though my Mother ſeek to take his Life away, 
In a Day my Brother ſhall be taught 
That I was ever good, though ſhe were naught. [LExit. 
Enter Bacha and Timantus: Bacha reading a Letter. 
Bacha. Run away! the Devil be her guide. 
Tim. Faith ſhe's gone: there's a Letter I found it in 
her Pocket, would I were with her, ſhe's a handſome 
Lady, a Plague upon my Baſhfulneis, I had bobb'd her 


long ago elle. 


| Backs. What a baſe Whore is this, that after all 


My ways for her Advancement, ſhould ſo poorly 
Make Virtue her Undoer, and chuſe this time, 
The King being deadly fick. and I intending 


A preſent Marriage with ſome Foreign Prince, - 
FED 5 
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To ſtrengthen and ſecure my ſelf. She writes here, 
Like a wiſe Gentle woman, ſhe will not ſtay : 
And the example of her dear Brother, makes her 
Fear her ſelf, ro whom ſhe means to fly. 

Tim. Why, who can help it? 3 
Bacba. Now Poverty and Leachery, which is thy end, 
rot thee, where-c'cr thou goeſt with all thy Goodneſs. 


Tim. Berlady they'll bruize her, and ſhe were of Braſs, 


Tam (ure they'll break ſtone Walls: I have had experience 
of them both, and they have made me deſperate. But 
there's a Meſſenger, Madam, come from the Prince with 
a Letter to Iſmenus, who by him returns an Anſwer 


Bacha. This comes as pat as Wiſhesz thou ſhalt pre- 


ſently away, Timantus. 

Tim. W hither, Madam ? (Guide. 

Bacha. To the Prince, and take the Meſſenger for 

Tim. What ſhall I do there? J have done too much 

Miſchief to be believ'd again; or indeed, to ſcape with 
my Head on my Back, if I be once known. 

Bacha. Thou art a weak ſhallow Fool, get thee a Diſ- 
guiſe, and withal, when thoucom' ſt before him, have a Let- 
ter feign'd to deliver him, and then, as thou haſt ever hope 
of goodneſs by me, or after me, ſtrike one home ſtroke that 
ſhall not need another; dar'ſt thou, ſpeak, dar'ſt thou? If 
thou fall ſt off, go be a Rogue again, and lie and pander 
to procure thy Meat. Dar'ſt thou? Speak to me? 


Tim. Sure I ſhall never walk when I am dead: I have 


no Spirit, Madam, I'll be diunł but Il do it, that's all my 


Refuge. 1 


Bacha. Away, no more; then I'll raiſe an Army whilſt 
the King yet lives, if all the Means and Power J have can 
do it, I cannot tell. 

| Enter Iſmenus and three Lordi. 

Iſm. Are you inventing ſtill? We'll caſe your Studies 
Bacha. Why how now you ſaucy Lords? 
Vm. Nay, I'll ſhake ye; yes Devil, I will ſhake ye. 

Hacha. Do not know, me, Lords? 

Mſ. Yes deadly Sin we know ye, would we did not: 

Iſm. Do you hear W hore, a plague a God upon thee, the 
Duke is dead. — 3 | 

Vo L. VII. | K Bac la. 
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Bacha. Dead! : PEE he A | 

Iſm.Ay,Wild-fire andBrimſtone take thee; good Man he 
is dead, and paſt thoſe Miſeries which thou, ſalt infection- 
like, like a Diſeaſe flungſt upon his Head. Doft thou hear, 
and 't were not more reſpect to Womanhood in general 
than thee, becauſe I had a Mother, who I will not ſay 
| ſhe was good, ſhe liv'd fo near thy time, I would have 

thee in Vengeance of this Man, whoſe Peace is made 

in Heav'n by this time, tied to a Poſt, and dried i' th 
Sun; and after carried about, and ſhewn at Fairs for 
Mony, with a long Story of the Devil thy Father, that 
taught thee to be Whoriſh, Envious, Bloody. 
0 . = 

Ifm. Y ou flecring Harlot, PII havea Horſe to leap thee, 
and thy baſe Iſſue ſhall carry Sumpters. Come Lords, bring 
her along, we'll to the Prince all, where her Hell-hood ſhall 
Wait his Cenſure; and if he ſpare the She-Goat, may he 
lie with thee again; and beſide, may'ſt thou lay upon him 
ſome naſty foul Diſeaſe, that hate till follows, and his 
end a dry Ditch. Lead you corrupted W hore, or 1'1] 
draw a Goad . bpming f skip; away to the Prince. 
Bachæ. I la, ha, ha, I hope yet | ſhall come too late to 

Cornets. Cupid from above. 

Enter Leucippus, and Urania: Leucippus with a 

Body Handkervchief. 

Leu. Alas poor Boy, why doſt thou follow me? 
What canſt thou hope for? I am poor as thou art. 
Ua. In good feth | ſhall be weel and rich enough 
If you will love me, and net put me from you. 

Leu. Why doſt thou chuſe out me, Boy, to undo thee? 
Alas, for Pity take another Maſter, | 
That may be able to deſerve thy Love 
In breeding thee hereafter; me thou knoweſt not, 
More than my Miſery; and therefore canſt not _ 
Look for Rewards at my Hands; would | were able, 
My pretty Knave, to do thee any kindneſs; truly 
Good Boy, | would upon my Faith, thy harmleſs 
Innocence moves me at Heart; wilt thou go a 

| . | Ave 
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Save thy ſelf? why doſt thou weep? 
Alas 1 do not chide thee. 

Da. I cannot tell if | go from you, Sir, I ſhall ncer 
draw Day more: Pray if you can, I will be true to you: 
Let me wait on you; if I were a Man, I would fight 

for you: Sure you have ſome IIl-willers, I would {lay 

_ 5 

Ten. Such harmleſs Souls are ever Prophets: Well, 1 

take thy Wiſh, thou ſhalt be with me ſtill: But prethee 

eat, my good Boy; thou wilt die my Child if thou faſt 
one Day more. This four Days thou haſt taſted nothing: 

Go into the Cave and eat, thou ſhalt find ſomething 

for thee, to bring thy Blood again, and thy fair Colour, 

Ura. 1 cannot eat, God thank you. 
But I'll eat to Morrow. 

Leu. Thou't be dead by that time. | 
Ura. I ſhould be well then, for you will not love me. 

Leu. Indeed Iwill. This is the prettieſt Paſſion that eber 
I felt yet; why doſt thou look ſo earneſtly upon me? 

Ura. You have fair Eyes, Maſter. | 

Leu. Sure the Boy dotes; why doſt thou ſigh, my Child? 

Ura. To think that ſuch a fine Man ſhould live, and 
no gay Lady love him. - 

eu. Thou wilt love me? EY if 

Ua. Yes ſure till J die, and when I am in Heay'n, III 
e'en wiſh for you. 

Leu. And lll come to thee, Boy. | 
This is a Love I never yet heard tell of. Come, thou art 
ſleepy Child; go in, and I'll fit with thee : Heav'n, what 
portends this? 1 

Ua. Youare ſad, but Iam not ſleepy, would I could 
do ought to make you merry; ſhallI ſing? 

Leu. If thou wilt, good Boy. ES 
Alas my Boy, that thou ſhould'ſt comfort me, and art 
far worſe than I! 3 

Enter Timantus with a Letter, diſguiſed. 
Tra. Law Maſter, there's one, look to your ſelf. 

Leu, What art thou that in this diſmal Place, 

Which nothing could find out but Miſery, - 

{ s Ws Thus 


2. 
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Thus boldly ſtepſt? Comfort was never here, 
Here is no Food, nor Beds, nor any Houſe 
Built by a better Architect than Beaſts; 
And e' er you get dwelling from one of them, 
You muſt fight for it; if you conquer him, 
He is your Meat; if not, you mult be his. 

Tim, I come to you (for if I not miſtake, you are the 
Prince} from that moſt noble Lord Iſinenus with a Let- 
ter. | 

Lia. Alas, I fear I ſhall be diſcover'd now. 

Leu. Now I feel my ſelf the pooreſt of all mortal things. 
Where is he that receives ſuch Courteſies, 

But he has means to ſhew his Grate fulneſs 

Some way or other? I have none at all: 

I know not how to ſpeak ſo much as well 

Of thee, but to theſe Les { | 

 _ { Leucippus opening the Letter, thewhilſt Timantus runs 
L at 1 2 Urania ſteps before. 2 

Tim, His Letters ſpeak him, Sir — | 

Urz. Gods keep me but from knowing him till I die: 
Ay me, ſure I cannot live a Day. Oh thou foul Traitor: 
How do you, Maſter ? 1 . 

Leu. How doſt thou, my Child? Alas, look on this, it 
may make thee repentant, to behold thoſe innocent 
drops that thou haſt drawn from thence. | 
Urz. *Tis nothing, Sir, and you be well. 

Tim. Oh pardon me, know you me now, Sir ? 

Leu. How could'ſt thou find me out? | 
Tim. We interc:pted a Letter from Iſmenrs, and the 
| Bearer directed me. 

Leu. Stand up Timantus boldly, 

The World conceives that thou art guilty 
Of divers Treaſons to the State and me: 
But oh far be it from the Innocence 

Of a juſt Man, to give a Traitor Death 
Without a Trial; here the Country is not 
To purge thee or condemn thee; therefore 
A nobler Trial than thou doſt deſerve, 
Rather than none at all, here I accuſe thee 


/ 
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Before the Face of Heav'n, to be a Traitor 
Both to the Duke my Father and to me, and the 
Whole Land; ſpeak, is it ſo or no? 
Tim. Tis true, Sir, pardon me. OS 

Len. Take heed Timantus how thou doſt caft away 
thy ſelf, I muſt proceed to Execution haſtily if thou con- 
feſs it; ſpeak once again, is it ſoor no ? 

Tim. I am not guilty, Sir. 

[Fight bere; the Prince gets bis Sword, and gives 
Fm; | 

Leu. Gods and thy Sword acquit thee, here it is. 

* Iwill not uſe any Violence againſt your High- 
neſs. | 

Leu, At thy peril then, for this muſt be thy Tryal ; 
and from henceforth look to thy ſelf. 85 | 

[Timantus draws his Sword, and runs at bim when 

; he turns aſide. 

Tim. I do beſeech you, Sir, let me not fight. 

Leu. Up, up again Timantu s, 
There is no way but this, believe me. 
Now if —<—ÞFic, fie Timantus, is there no 
Uſage can recover thee from Baſenels ? wert thou 
Longer to converſe with Men, 1 would have chid 
Thee for this ; be all thy faults forgiven. 

Tim. Oh ſpare me, Sir, I am not fit for Death. 

Leu. I think thou art not, yet truſt me, fitter than 
for Life: Yet tell me &er thy Breath be gone, know'ſt 
of any other Plots againſt me? . 

Tim. Of none. FER 

Leu. What courſe wouldſt thou have taken, when 
thou hadſt kill'd me? | 

Tim. I would have ta'en your Page, and married her. 
Len. What Page? | 5 

Tim, Your Boy there Dies. 

| Urania ſw99ns. 
Lan. Is he fall'n mad in Death, what does he mean? 
Some good God help me at the worſt; how doſt thou? 
Let not thy Miſery vex me, thou ſhalt have 
What thy poor Heart can wiſh: I am a Prince, 
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And I will keep thee in the gayeſt Cloaths, 
ry the fineſt things, that ever pretty Boy had given 
im. 
Ura. I know you well enough, 
Feth I am dying, and now you know all too. 
Te. But ſtir up thy ſelf; look what a Jewel here is, 
See how it gliſters ; what a pretty ſhew 
Will this make in thy little Ear? ha, ſpeak, 
Eat but a bit, and take it. | | 
Urz. Do you not know me? . 
Len. I prethee mind thy Health; why that's well ſaid 
my good Boy, ſmile ſtill. 1 
Ta. I ſhall ſmile till Death an I ſee you, 
I am Urania, your Siſter-in-law. 
Ten. How? | 

Ura. I am Urania. bs 1 

Leu. Dulneſs did ſeize me, now I know thee well; 
Alas, why cam'ſt thou hither? : 

Ura. Feth for love, I would not let you know till I 
was dying; for you could not love me, my Mother was 
ſo naught. | | 3 
Leu. I will love thee, or any thing; what? wilt 
Thou leave me as ſoon as 1 know thee? 

Speak one word to me; alas ſhe's paſt it, 
She will necr ſpeak more. | 

W hat noiſe is that? it is no matter who 
nter dimenus with the Lords. 

Comes on me now. What worſe than mad are you 
That ſeek out Sorrows? if you love Delights 
Begone from hence. Z 7 3 

Iſm. Sir, for you we come, as Soldiers to revenge 
the Wrongs you have ſuffer'd under this naughty Crea- 
ture; what ſhall be done with her? ſay, I am ready. 
Leu. Leave her to Heaven, brave Couſin, they ſhall 
tell her how ſhe has finn'd againſt em, my Hand ſhall 
never be ſtain'd with ſuch baſe Blood; live wicked Mo- 
ther; that reverend Title be your Pardon, for I will 
uſe no extremity againſt you, bur leave you to Heav'n. 

Bacha. Hell take you all, or if there be a Place 
Of Torment that exceeds that, get you thither;* _ 
And till the Devils have you, may your Lives Be 
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Be one continued Plague, and ſuch a one 

That knows no Friends nor ending. 

May all Ages that ſhall ſucceed, curſe you as I do 
And if it be poſſible, I ask it Heav'n, "= 

That your baſe Iflucs may be ever Monſters, 

That muſt for ſhame of Nature and Succeſſion, 

Be drown'd like Dogs. | 

Would I had Breath to pleaſe you. 

Leu. Would you had Love within you, and ſuch Grief 

As might become a Mother; look you there, 

Know you that Face? that was Urania; 

Theſe are the Fruits of thoſe unhappy Mothers, 
That labour with ſuch horrid Births as you do; 

If you can weep, there's cauſe; poor Innocent, 
Your Wickedneſs has kill'd her; I'll weep for you, 

I/m. Monſtrous Woman, 

Mars would weep at this, and yet ſhe cannot. 

Leu. Here lies your Minion too, {lain by my Hand, 
J will not ſay you are the Cauſe; yet certain, 

I know you were to blame, the Gods forgive you, 

Tſm. See, ſhe ſtands as if ſhe were inventing 
Some new Deſtruction for the World. (pany, 

Leu. Iſinenus, thou art welcome yet to my ſad Com- 

Iſm. I come to make you ſomewhat ſadder, Sir. 

Leu. You cannot, I am at the height already. 

Jim. Your Father's dead. 

Leu. I thought ſo, Heav'n be with him: Oh Wo» 
man, Woman, weep now or never, thou haſt made 
more Sorrows than we have Eyes to utter. 
Bacba. Now let Heav'n fall, I am at the worſt of Es 

vils, a thing ſo miſerably wretched, that every thing, the 
laſt of human Comforts hath left me; I will not be ſo 


baſe and cold, to live and wait the Mercies of thele 


Men I hate, no, tis juſt I die, ſince Fortune hath left 
me, my ſtep deſcent attends me; hand, ſtrike thou home, 


I have Soul enough to guide; and let all know, as I 


ſtood a Queen, the ſame I'll fall, and one with me. 
| Queen, [ She ſtabs the Prince with a Knife 4 
Leu. Ho. 


. Tim. How do you, Sir? 
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Leu. Nearer my Health, than I think any bets my 


Tongue begins to faulter; what is Man? or who would 


be one, when he ſees” a poor weak Woman can in an 
inſtant make him none? 


Dor. She is dead already. Bt I 
Im. Let her be damn'd already as ſhe is; _ all for 

Surgeons. 

Ten. Let not a Man ſtir, for I am but dead +. 

I have ſome few words which 1 would have you hear, 

And am afraid I ſhall want Breath to ſpeak 'em : 

Firſt to you my Lords, you know Iſmenus is 

Undoubtedly Heir of Lycia, I do beſeech you all, 
When! am dead, to ſhew your — to bim. 

. Lords. We vow to do't. : 

Lou. I thank you. 

Next to you Couſin Iſmenus, that ſhall be the -Duke, 

I pray you let the broken Image of Cupid 
Be re- edified, I know all this is done by him. 
' 1ſm. It ſhall be ſo. N 
Leu. Laſt, + you that my Mothercin-law may 

have a burial according to 2 om 
Iſm. To what, Sir? e 

Dor. There is a full point. 

I/m. I will interpret for him; ſhe ſhall avs burial 

according to her own Deſerts, with Dogs. 

Dor. I would your Majeſty: would haſte for ſerling of 
the People. 
Iſm. I am ready. 

Agen. Go, and let the Tracpeis waa: 

Some mournful thing, whilſt we convey che Body 

Of this unhappy Prince unto the Court, 

| And of that virtuous Virgin to a Grave: 

But drag her to a Ditch, where let her lie, 3 
* 5 A whilſt one Man has a Memory. [ Exeunt. 
l Cupicd's Speech. * | 

EA The time now of Fx: Revenge draws near, 

Nor ſhall it leſſen as I am a God, | 

With all the Cries and Prayers that have "20 

And thiſe that be to come, though they be Ae 
; ts noed and mer. 35 
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